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PREFACE. 



fHE Author claims for this little Work the one merit 
of Originality. He has not wittingly borrowed a 
single idea or phrase, without putting it in inverted 
commas. 

In this jaded Age, when nearly every subject is worn 
as threadbare as the sails of the Flying Dutchman, 
Originality is almost as hard to hit upon as the North 
Pole^ 

If the Author has made no great discoveries, he 
has at least refrained from piracy ; he has plundered no 
one's Argosy ; he has cruized his own course, hoping 
haply to discover some quaint coral reef, or auriferous 
islet not yet upon the Charts. 

In '* Prospecter's " phraseology, he has worked his 
own ore, and trusts that he may never be found 
" squatting " upon another's Claim. 

With the fearfully^compromising Contents of his last 
few pages full in the public view, the Author fears it 
would be useless to deny that his sympathies are with 
the Constitutional Party. 

He did not at first intend to discover his guilt to the 
World; but, (having ever held that John Bull, to be 
happy at home, must be respected abroad) he was stung 
into Politics by the successful bullets of the Boers. 
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DEDICATION. 



Pre-Adamite Particles, hid in Gneiss 

We find, and Elephants 'tombed in Ice ; 

Th' ephemeral Fly, in its " afternoon crawl," 

Is oft enclosed in an Amber wall — 

Hopeless arrest, like a Chancery Debtor's, 

Or a Conscience held in the Land-League fetters \ 

In my sanguine moods, will the thought arise 

That e'en as the Amber, inlaid with Flies, 

The Icebrerg with Elephant, so, in brief. 

Stray Fancies, chained to a roving leaf 

By Printer's Magic, in many a clime. 

May float afar down the stream of Time ; 

And — Fortune fav'ring — may move to Laughter 

Sweet rosy lips, in the days hereafter 

When the luckless Jester has passed away. 

And nerve and fibre are senseless clay. 

Then some Critic — perchance in the Moon — may mutter, 

Unveiling his Bachelor pound of butter — 

** It seems, by Jove, .that this curious page 

Can claim descent from the primitive Age 

When the Universe' course had scarce begun 

In Eighteen-hundred and eighty-one I " 

« # « « « 

*Bu/ ah ! a terrible shape is near — 

'Tis a Tradesman's form, yet I crouch in fear, — 

•N.B.— The Author vehemently asserts that no Pun is intended. Whatever 
our failings, we are not Miscreants, and we would compound no man's Felony; 
but he implores us to believe in his innocence, and we give him the benefit of 
the doubt. We called his attention to the extreme self-assertiveness of his 
Dedication. He replied, that Modesty is one of the Lost Arts.— Ed. 



Oh Horror ! his merciless hand I see — 
It threatens my Infant Progeny ! 
He chuckles — I shudder ; he grins — I quail — 
Say, shall he succeed, and my Bookling fail ? 

« « « « « 
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Thee 1*11 invoke, chaste Mrs. G. — 
From Lozenges, Coffee, Pepper, and Tea — 
From Wares that circulate (Vision sad !) 
In the Poet's " fine-wrought fancies " clad — 
Dissembling Sausage, and hocuss'd Snuff, 
Gilbey's Vintage, and Chemist's Stuff, 
Reels of Cotton, and Bunion Plaster — 
From Cockle's Pills, — and from all disaster — 
Preserve these Pages, fair Mrs. G., 
And my sweetest lays shall be tuned to thee. 
(Tho*, sotto voce^ the Touchstone Rhymes 
Are rough as a peal of election chimes. 
When the rustic ringers are wild and frisky 
Thro' the reckless blending of ale with whiskey- 
But rather my skull shall sustain trepanning 
Than worry its wits with the toil of scanning — 
And these Idylls of mine, as my Kindred wot 
Were tuned to the beat of a horse's trot 
And Rhythm has frequently held aloof, 
Thro^ the Animal getting a stone in his hoof !) 



An earnest warning I'd offer those 
Whose lungs are tender — donU con my Prose. 
Lighthearted, I war 'gainst the tyrant Care : 
If phthisical. Reader, then — Beware ! — 
Of the Ha-Ha pitfall, the mirth-set Gin 
The ambush'd Laugh, and the lurking Grin. 
Neath each Stone of Speech a skirmisher hides 
Aiming a shaft at your sober sides — 
Then, Reader, shun each odd Narration, 
Or yield at discretion to Cachinnation ! 




A TALE OF TWO FIDDLES. 



A certain village in the North is afflicted with two 
resident amateur violinists, neither of whom has any 
confidence in the other's powers. 

"I daresay you've heard of Jones," said Bones. 
He's weak enough to suppose himself a Musician, 
Between ourselves, I don't mind telling you that his 
execution is simply barbarous. He does his best, poor 
fellow, no doubt ; but even if he had ability his Fiddle 
would ruin him. It's a regular low-class instrument, 
don't you know; the most rowdy, blatant, unpleasant 
old Fiddle in Creation : and what can you expect from 
it but failure in the attempt to render those grand old 
Masterpieces that Jones has the cheek to tackle ? I 
wonder the public have stood it so long. There's no 
more music in Jones's fiddle than in his grandmother's 
bonnet-strings. Now, my fiddle — I don't mind telling 
you — is a Mendelssohn.^^ 

B 



If 



6 A TALB OF TWO FIDDLES. 



AUDI ALTERAM PARTEM. 
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One day I met Jones. He asked me if I liied 
music, and he showed me a few pieces of his own 
Composition. 

"By the way," he said, "there's a fellow named 
Bones, who pretends to be musical. Of course if s a 
very painful thing to say ; but I consider he's insane— 
decidedly insane— on that one subject. Why, he hasn't 
even a proper instrument. I understand that he 
purchased it of a Pawnbroker for five-and-ninepence ; 
and a wretched, imbecile, discordant old cripple it is. 
I'm not at all prejudiced against Bones ; but I must 
admit that his fiddle is a delusive humbug. Mine," 
he added, carelessly, " My fiddle, I happen to know, is 
a Mozart." 



One day Jones condescended to go to a wedding 
party at Lurching Farm. "Not that I care for 
agricultural people ; but I think a little high-class 
music, with its refining influences," etc., — and he gave 
them some very ambitious music indeed. When he had 
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finished, the perspiration stood in beads upon his 
manly brow, and old Farmer Thatcherley, in the 
innocence of his heart, went up to Jones with a quart of 
"Yell," and said, with a little demi-semi quaver of 
hesitation, " PYaps when you've done tunin' your fiddle 
you'd oblige us with a little bit of music, Sir." 

Poor Jones went to Scarboro' to recover his health, 
after that. 

He invested his capital in a suit of brass buttons, 
with the usual blue serge accompaniment ; bought 
Swamper's Complete Yachtsman and Eel Pond Pilot," 
and went in for a thorough change of air and scene. 

But he came back with his too-sensitive nature 
shocked beyond expression: and his nerves totally 
unstrung ; by the narrative of a hitherto unreported 
atrocity in connection with the Zulu war. Although, 
at the time, his informant's apparent candour induced 
him to accept the narrative in complete good faith; 
subsequent enquiries, Jones tells me, have convinced 
him that it was not altogether a truthful tale. 

However, let Jones recount it in his own simple 
words. 
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THE FIGHTING BRIGADE. 

(A BALLAD.) 

By ORPHEUS BEETHOVEN- JONES 

(Member of the Imperial Lyrical Association for tbo Musical RegeMimtisa 
oftheBritUh Isles.) 

I met a mariner on the shore- 
Sing fol-de-riddle ri-tural-lcy — 

A Coastguard he, and 'twas plain to see 
His skin had been scorched in the Solar raj. 

Now tell me of Battle, thou Saflor-man, 
Of deadly struggle by land and sea ; 
And a stiffish glass from my whisky-flask, 
And cigars ad lib shall they guerdon be." 

(Tis sweet to listen when winds are wild — 
When swoops from the cloud the blinding storm — 

When beats on the pane the lashing rain — 
And know^^TM are safe, and your toes are warm. 

'Tis sweeter still to the thoughtful mind, 
When War's wild trumpet has rent the air, 

To hear folks tell of the dangers fell 
Which ^'^M would avoid with especial care.) 

And so I entreated that Sailor-man, — 
Winning with largesse hb heart so bold — 

To tell me a thing that was dark and grim» 
And this is the Terrible Tale he told: 

* 
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*< Woods-es Column our lads was called — 
Sing whack de diddle ri-toorul-ley — 

And we stood alone, when the rest had floniWy 
A wallopin* Niggers all the day. 

** To growl at others I did'nt ought — 

It ain*t becomin' the likes o' me, 
But Woodsy d'ye mind, was a fightin' sort, 
And them*s the fellows we loves to see. 

* * Niggers got scarce while we was there — 

Sing whop-de-whaggle ri-toorul-ley — 
For as sure as I'm sailin', I do declare 
We throttled a thousand every day, 

** Bishop ColensOj he sends to Camp ; 
And this is his message, and Wood's reply — 

* Stay your fearful Crew from the deeds they do, — 

* Nothink can't stop 'em, nor more can't I.' 

*' Guver'ment begs us for mercy then — 
Says they, * Them Sailors is best afloat ; * 

But Wood replies, says he, * Bless your eyes, 
They done the business afore you wrote, ^ 

* * I don't deny we was wery fierce, 

For when the Niggers was cleared away, 
W^e quarrels then with the soldier-men — 
Sing whack-de-diddle ri-toorul-ley. 

*' Soldiers was rather beneath us, too, 

Runnin' so terrible small and thin ; 
Linesmen's backs ain't the width of a axe, 

And they drops off drunk with the sniff o' gin. 

** Lubbers at marchin' — I ain't surprized ; 

For 'stead of a sensible flavoured quid. 
Jumbles and sweets is what they eats, 

Then falls of a heap — that's what they did. 
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" Drops their rifle — it tires their arms- 
Loses their kit, coz it harts their back ; 

And wherever they goed they was alwajrs know'd 
By the cartridges lyin* along their ttack.* 

''Pocket-soldiers is issued now, 
The smallest edition as cash can boy : 
' As eggs is eggs, a row o* clothes-pegs 
Is as big as line soldiers wery nigh ! 



* Note.— Jones assures us, that nothing could be Cartber fxcm bis 
thoughts, than to lend his Genius to any attack upon the r^utation of oar 
valorous Highland Regiments, or of the Army in general. But Jones, vlv 
has been deep in Blue-books ever since his Scarboro' adventure, and btf 
become quite a Compendium of incontrovertible facts, sajrs, that thoogk 
there are two or three really splendid Highland R^ments in the Service, theR 
are others that are mainly composed of wee bit Paisley and Glasgow bodies, 
who are no more like real Highlanders than a dirk is like a Claymore. Hi 
says that the 991st Highlanders, when marching in Zululand, threw away 
end " of ball-cartridge, from sheer inability to carry it, and that many a weak- 
kneed private scraped acquaintance with the " Cat " in consequence. JooO 
asserts that the British Army is fast degenerating into an " Infant School " <^ 
Arms, and is becoming an Asylum for lads who from weakness or ill-healdi 
are unable to compete with the manufacturing population of our large towns; 
I and so enlist, in order to obtain nursing and medical attendance gratis. He 

has ascertained that, since the introduction of the Short-Service sjrstem, tbe 
saving to the country in Cloth has been something enormous ; as fifteen Coo- 
panies of modem soldiers can be fully apparelled at far less expense than tea 
Companies ef the old-fashioned, broad-chested, hard fighting, victorious sort* 
What a triumph for Economists I But, unfortunately, the gain is counter- 
balanced by the huge sums annually expended even in time of peace, in 
providing doctor's stu£F, respirators, beef-tea, and flannel waistcoats for tbe 
troops. At least, so Jones s&ys : and the appearance of many line regim^^ 
now-a-days certainly does not contradict his statements. Just let any Railway 
Contractor inspect the troops at Aldershot, and see whether he would liks tfl 
\ engage any of them as Navvies. We are £eu: from impugning the courage of 

> our ambitious little soldier-lads, for valour lurks often in the most tumble* 

I down tenements ; but we think that sometimes a little physical strength wool<l 

not come in amiss in campaigning, if not in actual battle. It is cruel to pit 
half-grown boys against stalwart foreigners (even if Niggers) ,in the prime of 
' life. *' Rule Britannia ! " — ^by all means ; but, O most respected Progenitrix 

I see that thy Sword grows not weakened, nor thy Shield unsound. 
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" Well, there was Highlanders next to we^ 

Some on 'em pretty well five-foot tall — 
As drunk as owls, and a-priggin' fowls, 

From smiset gun till the morning call. 

" Then they was * Catted,* and goes and yells 

More dlsmaller nor a dyin* moke, 
And the similar way as the Bagpipes play, 
It hurt our feelin's beyond a joke. 

*' So we ups one day, and a note we sends, 

Worded most eloquent and polite ; 
A-raentionin* sad we was took so bad, 

As nothink 'ud cure us except a fight. 

** So we begs their Colonel to draw 'em out, 
With bayonets fixed, and in fightin' dress ; 

And with twenty men we*d wallop 'em then. 
And if they was narvous we'd come with less. 

** 'Twas terrible cruel I don't deny — 

(But I think you axed for a Gory Tale) — 

With cutlass and shot we scatter' d the lot 
Like a Hurricane rending a rotten sail. 

*' But I slaps at the Colonel and Majors two, 

To finish 'em as you might a rat — 
When my footing trips, and down I slips, 

And has to fight 'em, a-fyin^ flat. 

** T was pretty nigh spent, when our Chaplain come, 
And * Shiver my Timbers, Jack ' says he — 

* Blow my old buttons, you're nearly done ' — 

And he ups with his stick and he croaks the three ! " 
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1^ hftd MMb HIdtoiii TMip III wf-- 
"I'm not so green as I possibly sfiini, 
And I wont be gammoned that staMliM wi^.** 

Gammon, be jiggered,** tlM Mlor saM— 
<* Whack de-diddto d*-t0iKal4t]p— 
I only ax you to cncHt Fas, 
Of cogunqnoocart cnce mry day. 

•* Milk an' water — an' Muffin Teas 
May sdit the Clergys as lies in port ; 

But when on the seas they takes degrees, 
Chaplains is wonderful hardy Sort. 

** He wouldnH ha' twisted nohodfs neck^ 

Afront of his Bishops I don't suppose | 
Bet as true as ever I tread this deck,— 

Slowly and sadly, I turned me home, 
Mournfully musing, I went ray way ; 

And I pondered oft, as I murmured soft— 
" Tii*ri4mal ti-tnral ley," 



ELOCUTION. 

At a Manicipal Election a certain Ex-Major 
addressed the populace as follows : — ** During my brief 
morality people have corroded infamous stories against 
me ; but I stand here unbiassed and unprincipled ; and 
my own exertions, I am proud to say, have placed me 
in the position which I am." 
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CIRCUMLOCUTION. 

I lost my road in Clackmannanshire once. (O, 
Euphony, what crimes are committed against thee in 
the North ! ). I met a Scottish lassie, and asked her 
the road. 

"Gin I teirt ye that ye wads pier me mucklemair," 
replied Miss Archie. 



OVERWORKED. 

Jack Tandem enlisted in the Dragoons, and made 
a very dashing Non. Com. He called on me one day 
in a Civilian Overcoat. "What, in Mufti, Jack ?" said 
I. " Lor bless you up to my eyes in it. Never get five 
minutes to spare ! Jack was always a little "obtoose," 
so to speak. 



MY PUPPY. 

I own a little Oddity — twelvemonth old *tis said, — 
But ceaseless, scheming craftiness hath worn his wrinkled head, 
And youthfulness seems so remote from one so quaintly sage, — 
You*d fancy him a Puppy, of the Pre-historic age. 

Old fashioned " wont describe it — to judge him by his face, 
Yon*d think he was coeval with the earliest of our race — 
I own I*ve an impression that when Mastodons were young, 
Anaidst the Ante'luvians, that Puppy's day^ begun. 
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Or periuips a little Uter, in the times of Greece and Rome, 
With some *' grave and reverend seignior " that Pappy foimd i 
home, 

He was littered in the Kalends — or perhaps the Ides of March, 

And was exercised in Ratting 'neath a Cdiseom Arch. 

He may have yelped at Caesar on the ancient Appian Way, 
Or begged a bone of Pompey as a '* Casual " or stiay, 
Or followed H. Smith's Mommy as it walked Egyptian streets. 
And cast a longing eye upon its ** funeral baked meats.** 

Revolving many Memories " as Morte D* Arthur sings, 
That Puppy sits, and cogitates, and ponders Men and Things ; 
To call him but a twelvemonth — ^that Ancient Wight and weird, 
'Tis flouting Physiognomy, and tugging at its beard ! — 



MARRIED BENEATH HER. 

I had lent "Tennyson" to a charming young 
Scottish lady of my acquaintance. "And how do you 
like * Tennyson ? ' " I asked, when I met her next. 

"Like him? — I have never even seen him, you 
know. But I have no doubt he is a very worthy man. 
Poor Mr. Tennyson ! How sad that his cousin should 
fall in love with a Tumbler." 

"A Tumbler!" said I, thinking that to "fall in 
love with a Tumbler" was perhaps a Scotch Idiom 
signifying Intemperance. 

" Yes, an Acrobat, poor fellow. Don't you recollect 
the passage — 

*« Thou are mated with a Clown." 



^^JDigitizedHarGoOglC 



I 



MARRIED BENEATH HER, 



15 



She opened l^ocksley Hall " — and there sure enough 
were the very words, 

Mr. Tennyson had better look to this ; for the 
Scotch are a practical people, and I fear that North of 
the Tweed the prevailing impression is that the fair 
cousin in ** Locksley Hall " married a disciple of the 
late Mr. Joseph Grimaldi. 

One may just as well be hanged for a Sheep as a 
Lamb : so here is another Anecdote implicating the 
Fair Sex. — 

Ethel was about to be married to a large Hotel- 
proprietor, for whom her bosom friend, Maud, had 
angled in vain. " You'll come and see me in my nice 
new house, love ?" said Ethel. " Yes, I'll drive up and 
ask for the Landlady y dear,'' was the crushing reply. 



LAYING ON OF HANDS. 

When Bishop Orison was preaching in a certain 
country Church, some of the School-children who "sat 
under" the Pulpit were so unruly that the Clerk felt in 
duty bound to box the ears of one impudent Urchin, as 
an example to the rest. 



The good old Bithop stopped short in his Sermoo, 
and, raising bis hand deprecatinglj, said to the Cleiit, 

^* Do not chastise that child so severely: he is of tender 
years." — "Well if I bean't to whop *un what be I to do 
with un ? His ears is no more tender nor other 
peoples^ lepltod the CleA, who had nomoie ravermoe 
for a Bishop than has the Reverend Mr. Dale. 



WHERE IS THE MUTINY-ACT? 

What would the Comtrf say if a Coterie of Militaif 

Officers not only snapt their fingers at his Royal 
Highness the Commander-in-Chief, and took to publish- 
ing General Orders of their own ; \m% coolly issaed 
Zulu assegais and cow-hide shields to Her Majesty's 
Troops, and politely requested the Army not to consider 
itself in any way bound by the Articles of War ? Or 
suppose that during the Crimean War, a cUqiie of 
British Colonels had agreed to give every assistance to 
good Neighbour Russia, and to harass the British 
Army in every possible way; but at the same time to 
continue — ostensibly — in the British Service, on account 
of its superior pay, and the opportunities afforded them 
of educating tlieir Regiments to levere the Cxar 1 

What, in sttch a ease, wotdd be the little Name 

applied to those gentlemen, and how long wonid they 
retain their emoluments ? 




Yet that is how the Ritualists are serving the 
Church of England : and Englishmen are asked to 
sympathize with them ; while too often the Bishops are 
as lenient to them as Bishop Orison was to that little 
Boy. 

I beg to express mj' sympathy in the following 
lines : — 



THE SONG OP THE SURPLICE. 

fn%h an Aphgy to Hood), 

With face all shaven and shorn, 

With Images over his head, 
The Priest he stood, in the Protestant Church, 
A-blessing his Wafer-Bread. 
Chant I chant ! chant I 

With a sort of a nasal twang, 
With Romish raiment, and Popish prayer — 
And this is the song he sang. 

Rites ! rites I rites I 

Tho* Parishioners hold ^loof. 
And lights I lights ! lights ! 

From the Altar up to the roof — 
It's O to be a Priest, 

Along with the Church of Rome-^ 
But *tis scarce worth while to step over there, 
For I do as I like at home. 

d 
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Work I work ! work ! 

From every Confessional perch, 
And work ! work ! work ! 

Till we work our will with the Church. 
Alb, and Cassock and Stole ; 

Crucifix, Image and Cope — 
Till over the Incense I fall asleep 
And dream I'm saluting the Pope. 



O men, with sisters dear, 

O men, with mothers and wives — 
There's Pardon and Peace to dispose of here 
For all the sins of your lives. 
Shrive I shrive I shrive ! 

In the ancient classical style, 
Come book a place in the Catholic coach. 
That starts for Rome in a while. 



It's O for the Fishes and Loaves, 

For the Loaves and Fishes I stay— 
And surely you don't suppose 
I should hasten from such away ? 
'Twas '* scruples of conscience" I find, 

That disrupted the Wesleyan crop, 
But I've not such a narrow mind — 
And it suits me better to stop. 



i 



THE SONG OF THE SURPLICE, lo 



In Vestments of various hue, 

Of Green and Purple, and Red, 
The Priest he stood, in the Protestant Church, 
A-shaking his shaven head. 
He winked ! winked 1 winked ! 
With a twinkle of silent glee — 
And the sort of a smile that crept over his face. 
As his fingers he snapt at his Bishop's Grace — 
Was as crafty as ever you see ! 



NEMESIS. 

Those Verses, or " Doggerel " as a High Church- 
man would no doubt call them, were originally contri- 
buted by me to a certain Paper, when the Revd. Mr, 
Tooth was enjoying notoriety and Martyrdom in 1877. 
About two years afterwards there crossed my path the 
fragment of some provincial Newspaper, on which I 
beheld my ** Song of a Surplice" printed, headed by 
a letter as follows : — 

Sir, 

Public Indignance being arose to a Great 
Pitch I forward the enclosed Poam, which I Compose 
during my Leasure hours and shall be Obligged if you 
will forward me a Cheaque for a small Sum. 

Yours respecktfly, 

Joseph NoaksJ' 
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HIS WIFBS RELATION. 



Unhappily, I could not discover the name and " Offia 
of Origin " of the Paper which Mr. Joseph Noaks had 
favoured with his correspondence. Otherwise, I might 
have found out Mr. Noaks himself ; when he would, if 
of average size and weight, have received a considerable 
check at the hands, or feet, of the present writer, fint 
I have sometimes suspected that Mr. Noaks was a 
Ritualist in disguise, who wrote that letter in order to 
wreak his vengeance upon me. If so, I forgive him, 
for he hath a merry wit. 



HIS WIFFS RELATION. 
(A TRAGEDY IN ONE ACT). 

Miss Nellie was a winsome lass, 
And one fine day it came to pass, 
She married Doctor Blinks ; and both 
She, and her learned spouse, were loth 
To " ask Papa " with them ta dwell. 
Because — if I the truth must tell — 
He kept the *• Bruisers* Arms Hotel. 

In fact, they wished Papa, I fear. 
In quite another Hemisphere. 

But once, it chanced, he came to pay 

A Visit (not to make a stay, 

But just a " look in as you pass) " 
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And, sad to say, he'd had '* A Glass 
And, sadder still, he looked in when 
A group of very learned men 
Held high discourse with Doctor Blinks, 
On Ancient Man, and Missing Links : 
Reviewed in turn each various Race 
From which our ancestry we trace ; 
And specially discussed the days 
When Druids tuned their mystic lays : 
When Britons thro' the greenwood strode 
Apparelled in their native Woad. 

« « « « « 

Vainly employed each subtle means 
Of drawing "Pa" behind the scenes — 
The marvels that his ears arrest 
Displease the uninvited guest. 
Smiting the table with a sound 
Thwack ! — making every glass rebound — 
Settling his back against the door 
He viewed the hush'd Assembly o'er. 
With beer-bemused, but cynic eye — 
Then made this withering reply : — 

" Our Ancestors is Fiddlesticks ! 
I Don't Believe in Celts nor Picks 
Nor Ancient Britons — and Fm blow'd 
If ever Til believe in Woad — 
Nor other Unicorns, becoz 
I know sich Varmin never woz. 





OUR LADY'HELP. 



Who's * VVoad ? ' — Vm game to box him here — 
Five bob a-side, and spent in Beer — 
My name is Fightin* Joey Clay — 
As good as his'n any day ! " — 
But here I rose, and came away. 




OUR LADY-HELP. AND WHAT SHE 
TAUGHT US. 

She was a domestic of the good old style ; as faith- 
ful as you could desire, and as stupid as you can imagine : 
a red-armed Athlete, with a face like the wooden dolls 
that used to content the earlier children of this Century. 
(Yet I once heard an aesthetic old lady call her a 
" Madonna.") 

Her ideas were Spartan in their simplicity; and 
she answered to the name of Ann. 

She didn't understand Fal-lals" she said, when 
one day she brought up to her mistress the mangled 
remains of one of those silver Candlesticks that used to 
contain a candle supported on a spring, ** Please M*m 
I found a sight o* wire (pr. wy-er) in this here," said 
Ann, displaying the Candlestick with its spring drawn 
out nearly straight — '*an' I keeps on a pullin' on un 
an' a tuggin' on nn, an' can't gtt un out o' tangle 
nohow/* 
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On a subsequent occasion, Ann entered her mistress* 
dressing-room, declaring that ** them Cheap Coals was 
Witched." — *' There's a gurt lump in the Kitchen-grate 
as woT^t be broke small Mum." 

'vNonsense, Ann," said her Mistress, descending to 
the kitchen, " give me the poker." 

** 'T ain't no use, Mum," replied Ann, seizing the 
poker herself, and bestowing a few valedictory blows 
and terrific thrusts upon the "gurt lump." 

** Light the gas, Ann," said her Mistress — it was a 
gloomy winter morning. 

And with the light came the discovery that it was 
the Copper Kettle that Ann had attacked, and— '^-^Az va 
sans dire — completely disabled. 

She was an odd hand with a message, 

"Please M'm, the Tax Corrector present his 
accomplishments to you, and the rates is rose on 
account of the School Bud : and he says if it's any 
satisfaction to you the boys is learnin' Hebrews and 
Quodratic Equators for tuppence a week, and the gals 
has took to paintin' an' playin' Oratoriums." 



ENTERING THE LOTTERY. 

Her Young Man was in the *' Ordinance Survey ; " 
and« one Christmas morning, Ann, having duly asked 



SHTMRING TMM LOTTEMY. 



her Mistress* permission, went to the Registrate 
Office " to get married. 

She, and the Young Man, and their Seconds, 
appeared at an unearthly hour, when the " Register" 
was in bed ; and they had to wait outside the Office in 
the snow for a considerable time, exposed to the 
inclemency of the weather, and the chaff of the crowd 
that speedily collected. ** It's a cold mornin' for a 
plunge, Sojer " — ** Look sharp. Miss, he's a-changin' 
his mind ! " — ** You'd better Hook it, Mate, while you 
got the chance : once them Con-tractors handcuffs you« 
there's no undoin' the Ketch I " — ejaculated the Many- 
Headed ; but Ann, in a green dress with mammoth 
yellow bows, and her Young Man with a very pronounced 
** Bokay " in his belt, remained impervious to criticism, 
and the deed was done. 

(Subjoined is a letter recently received by Mrs. 
Mary Ann Bolt from her gallant husband. As it 
contains some curious information I have obtained 
permission to publish it). 

" Fort Jawge, 

Skotland, N. B. 

** My dear Foley, 

" Little I expectorated to be sent on Forring 
Servis so soon, but not quite so Bad as we was give to 
Understand. You know we was told Skotch is all Red 
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beds and frekles and both Sects in Petticuts regardles 
of Aperients speakin Dutch dial ex and Grubs on Otes 
and thizzles and similar pizon, bein' barbaruchious 
Salvages my Dear poley sich is not the Case for I seen 
ceveral Skotchmans not much diffrent from Human 
Beins, and the Upper Classes speaks Inglish almost as 
Puffeck as you and me. 

** But it is a Mountainious country which live on 
Porige and all Firths and Macs and similar Outlandish. 
Skotchmen has terrible large Families and calls em 
Clans. 

** My dear Poley the peple is called Gallic but the 
Gals is not nigh so nice-lookin' as Rule Britanniar for 
when they walks in the middle of the Road there Feet 
sweeps the Kids oif the pavement so I shan't git enam- 
elled with none on 'em don't you make no mistake. 

" My dear Poley, they say in Winter the Beer freeze, 
and have to be broke up and took away in Sacks to them 
as want it ; and even the Bread have to go to the 
Sawmills afore you can cut off a slice if sich is the case 
I volunteer for Injy Surly Sham* for I counteracted to 
be shot but I never Barginned to be Fruz my dear 
Poley the Skotch Bear is called Wisky but the Guv'ment 
has to lock it up like the Bank of England, for Skotch 
is Dead nuts on Wisky tho' they says other Nations 
is drunken Reprobats : but I seen *em drink Words 
would not express it, and their Tongs is like Shoe-horns 
in consequench • . . . Skotch don't ware no 
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Shoes nor Stokins in infansy coz they is razed on the 
cheap. Wen they grows up and gits there Boots most 
on *em blossoms into Pakmen but some is very good 
Dokters and i of our Offsers is a Skotch and a rejlar 
Martingale. (Martinet, probably, — Ed.) 

Your afektonate 

T. Bolt. 

♦ P.S.— Surly sham (sur U champ.-^Ed.) is French for "slap 
off'* direkly. SkuUmaster I herd un say so. 

N.B. he says N.B. is Greek for Skottland and lickwise mean 
Take Nolise but if I once gits out of N.B. I take partikler Notise I 
idon't never come back no more." 



THE COMPETITIVE CLERK. 

(AN OFFICIAL SECRET). 



1. 

I know that the Public say — 
Oh, it's simply a life-long Lark — 
And you've NoiKing to Bo but pliiy>— 
When once youVe a Government Clerk. 

2. 

A moment my Voice allow — 
And I think you'll speedily find— 
The Government Clerk is now 
The glanuaest of human-kind i 
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I know of a Stripling bold — 
Who went for Compet. Exam., 
And — you'll scarcely require it told — 
He was surfeited quite -with *' Cram." 

4. 

And all that long Ages tell 
Of Science, that Stripling knew — 
And the Chinee-lingo, as well 
As Sanskrit, he*d swift construe. 

5. 

He went, with a winning smile, 
Where the fierce Examiners sit — 
And lifted Ins silken Tile- 
But he didn't fear 'em a bit. 

6. 

Whatever they asked he ** done " — 
From Hebrew to "Versed Sines " — 
But alas ! when his Berth was won. 
They set him a ruling lines t 

7. 

And after a twelvemonth, when 

He was handy with Wafers and Gums- 

His Chief prompted him then. 

To copy Addition Sums. 

8. 

With giving him childish task. 
They worried his learned skull. 
And his Chief would directly ask — 
(If ever he made a « Mull 



" Oh, is it not shockingly sad ? — 
My path is completely dark — 
I trust I may not go mad 
Over this Competitive Clerk ! 




Digitized by 



Goog 



28 



lUE COMPETniVB CLSRMC. 



lO. 

** Here's a Line ruled Crooked, I see — 
Decidedly oat of square— 
And the tail of a Capital ' G ' 
Is blotted, I do declare ! 

11. 

'* Young Mao, you betiay your trust — 
(You*d better suppress that Wiok)— 
Such scandalous conduct must 
Be certainly caused by Drink. 

12. 

" Here's three of Her Majesty's Nibs 
Been crippled for life by you — 
And all in less than a Month — 
Young Man, jou will Never Do." 

18. 

(For the' it is scarce a Crime 
To bludgeon a Landlord down, 
The rulinj^ a Crooked Line 
Is Treason against the Ciown I ) 

14. 

But suddenly then the Chief 
O'er the Ledger grew deathly pale — 
And shook like an Aspen-leaf — 
Or a clothes-prop out in a Gale. 

16. 

He uttered a wailing cry — 
Betwixt a shriek and a whine — 
And faltered ** Oh Gracious My — 
He's altered a Nought to a Nine I " 

And then eaeh Government Clerk 
Fell a-tottering over his Stool, 

And gaped like the playful Shark, 
When he swallows an Infant School.* 
KeTlc.— * OCBidi, of conrK. 
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17. 

Each grasping his throbbing brow 
They murmured, with one consent, 
** There's nothing can save him now, 
He must go before Parliament/' 

18. 

They " reported " him straight for that, 
As only Officials can — 
And a special Committee sat 
To settle that sad young man. 

19. 

They pondered his figures o'er 

Thro* a Government Microscope — 

Till stung by Suspicion sore, 

That Youth . . . grew a Misanthrope. 

20. 

His Reason was almost gone-^ 
His Conscience completely WENT, 
And his Morals got warped and worn, 
As the steps in the Monument. 

21. 

His Fancies they ebbed and flowed — 
Till there suddenly came the thought — 
** I'm most decidedly Blowed 
If I'll be suspected for Nought." 

22. 

Away with the Ledger he spun 
To his corner behind the door. 
And wherever he found a " i " 
He altered it into a " 4." 

23. 

(To change an " 8 " to a " 2 " 
Requires a Magician's Spell — 
But a " I " you can easily ** do," 
And the wisest could never tell.) 
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**CA&DWELL HE WOULD," 



24. 

He then, with a wily wink, 
And a perfectly matchless art, 
Encniittd thai Ledger wUh Ink 
In in mort Pnttiealar Bttt 

M. 

His Ruler he snapt on liis knee — 
Then burst into franric song — 
And chuckled with awful glee. 
At letting tiie GorenraMat wrong. 

20. 

He then to the Cash-book flew — 
And swift in the fire it sped— 
Upset all the Ink-pots too, 
Then opened die Door, and fled ! 

97. 

And Mg was llie reason wliy 

(So a Secret Docoment states) 
Tlie Government just ** gone by *'* 
Was Wrong in iU Estunates 1 

lEOBALb 

The Lesson herein thatV wove 
Is easy as 2 and 2 ; — 
Don't set a Competitive Cove 
Old-womanly work to do t 



"CARDWELL HE WOULD." 

Air AlHT VUlSgET RSYMB. 

CardweJl he would a-recruiting go- 
Ware Hawk for Cardy — 

Whether the Colonels would like it or no, 

With their glancing, dancing, sabres and feathers — 
" Pooh pooh I says practical Cardy* 



"CARDWELL HB WOULD," 



31 



" A neat Balance-Sheet I will swiftly show 
And cut down expenses delightfully low. 
For our money is thrown to the Dogs, I know — 
It's * a way they have in the Army.* " 

Cardwell he went a-reforming straight — 

Uurrah for Cardy ! 
And selected his Subs by their mental weight — 
With a highty-tighty Eye-glass and Lexicon— 

" Move, on " says go-a-head Cardy, 
Disdaining the heroes of solider pate 
Who blundered along with a steadfast hate 

Of foreigner lingo and foreign State, | . 

And rode A i for the Hunters* Plate, 
And tiusted to Kindred and Cash and Fate 
To pull 'em through for the Army. 

Britannia gazed with approving smile — ' 

Score one to Cardy — 
On his merit-promotion so free from guile, 
And his rowdy-dowdy Autumn manoeuvres^ 

Well-meant by patriot Cardy — . 
But when he came to the rank-and-file, " * 

He went astray in a terrible style, 
And trod on their toes in a way that I rile 

Whenever I think of the Army. t 

He played too deeply the Merchant's part — 
Alas for Cardy ! 

And sought recruits in the cheapest mart 
With his namby-pamby Lilliput levies- 
Alas for Minister Cardy. 

Short-service he voted a sysiem smart, 

And gave the veterans all the " start," 

And abolished the pensions that won the heart 
And kept the men in the Army. 
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A wofnl crew were the wights that came 

Recruits to Cardy — 
Tkm Weedy and tcody, koock-knetd •ad Iti— 
Witlk a to MM pteyile mi btadi«» 

** All*t wm^'wM Scntteel Cardy- 
Grim War would scatter sneli feeble game 

Like a thunderbolt smashing a cucumber- frame, 
Yet they swallowed the rations all the same, 
And drew the pay of the Army. 

All this, and more, did the Tories say. 

Contemning Cardy 
In harder words than I use to.day, — 

" With their topsy-turvey, blundering changes, 

The Rads. will ruin the Army " — 
But the Army. Reformers had their way, 
And strove each Tory appeal to lay 
To Party-spite and to Envy's play- 
Called each warning voice an asinine bray— 

And worked their will with the Army. 

The Tory leaders were silenced quite— 

And thanks to Cardy, 
Who opened to Britain the prospect bright. 
Of an economical, cheeseparing War. Office— 

A modernized Army. 
But at last, when the Torch of War was alight 
And the Lilliput Levies went out to fight — 
They proved at once that the Tories were Right— 
That the juvenile, weakly, short-service wight. 

Was Not the Man for the Army. 



"GET ENFANT TERRIBLE." 

I was going with a friend to see the Grave of 
Hogarth. 
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"I can't make out where the Church is," — said I. 

** Is it St. Mark's Church you want, Sir ?*' enquired 
a ragged little urchin — he couldn't have been nine 
years old. 

" No, St. Luke's," replied my Friend. 

" Oh !— Then you better luke for it ! "—retorted the 
amazing Pigmy. 



AN AWFUL THREAT. 



I met another nice boy on the Underground 
Railway. He was a Newspaper Varlet, and thrust his 
wares in at our carriage window with such pertinacity 
and devotion to business, that the train had started and 
carried him into the Tunnel before he '* knowed what 
that horkard old Hingine was hat," — as he observed. 

However, when he did realize his precarious 
position on the footboard, it didn't ruffle him in the 
least. 

The passengers were alarmed, the ladies screamed, 
and one of them, who had been buying a paper from 
the boy, fainted. 

"Here none o' that. Missis "—exclaimed young 
Hopeful — "Just turn out that tuppence, and don't come 
none o' your dodges." 

D 
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No matter who the goods annexed 

Of others, / should be the victim — 
" This Night-wolf long our fold hath vcx'd " 

The Force would say " But now we've nicked him." 

Yet, Fate-impelled, I still proceed. 

Regardless of my reputation. 
And conscious such a course must lead 

Eventually, to the Station. 

And the* htr Form I never meet. 
Her magnet eyes I, dreaming, ponder — 

Sweet Will o* Wisps, why lure my feet 
Noctumally afar to wander ! 



TWO LYRICS. 
No. 2. 

E LOVER AND THE RING. 

Bg MISS OBPSSSIA UOZAETINA JONES, 

I met him on the yellow sands — 
The yellow sands, so broad and free, 

The silent sands, that circle round 
The never-silent sea. 

Swiftly our Friendship grew, for when. 

Skirting the restless ocean shore, 
I first had looked upon his face, 

I looked to love, I knew no more. — 
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Only, tliat every Eventide, 

We met together by the stone 
Time-tinted turret of the Fort, 

And lisped our lays of love alone. 

Then would he talk of bygone days, 

Of Vict'ry won thro* struggle hard — 
Great heroes high in Hist'ry's Roll— 

The " Warrior, Statesman, Priest, and Bard." 

Till, one fair even, when the sea 

Gold-glinted with the sunset-hues, 
And soft, sweet Silence on the earth. 

Seemed falling, with the falling dews — 

He stop't, and, with a saddenM smile 

He claspt me, trembling, to his heart — 
** Our golden days " he said " must end. 

And, dearest, we awhile must part.'* \ 

Then taking from his hand a ring, 

And from my fingers drawing mine, i 
He whispered " Dearest, thus exchange — 

Thy ring for this, and this for thine." ) < 

So, on the yellow, yellow sands, 

I looked " Adieu " — I could not speak ; 
He parted, **for his Father's Halls," 

And I remained. Alone with Grief. 

He vanished, in the purple mist. 

The mist that hover'd round the shore — 
His manly form, his noble face — 

1 never, never saw them more ! 

Till, one fair even, in the West 

Of London, he, my Love, my Pride — 
I saw him in a Draper's Shop 

With Draper's Scissors by his side. 
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His ring was paste, and in a place 

That loud-tongued Rumour " Uncle " calls — 
I saw my jcwell'd, jcwcll'd Ring, 

Beneath three golden, Golden Balls ! 



NE PLUS ULTRA. 

" Oh, Edith " — said her sister, " You mmt see our 
New Clergyman. He has a heavenly face, and Such 
Whiskers ! " 



TANTALUS. 

Ah want a Ball o' Soap quick, lassie ! " exclaimed 
a burly Scotchman, entering the Refreshment Room at 
Hawk Station. 

"Soap, Sir.? We don't keep it. There's a 
Lavatory," — 

" Hoot, lassie ! Ah want a Ball o" Soap, ye ken." 

Sop, Nellie. He wants some sop. The poor 
man's lost his teeth," — explained another Hebe. 

He wrote on a piece of paper at last, just as his 
train was starting. 

And then it was discovered that he wanted a hcruol 
of soup. 
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-SHALL I NOT TAKE MINE EASE IN 
MINE INN?" 

When I retire on a small Competency, and wish to 
invest my Savings, commend me to the Refreshment 
Room at the above Station. 

I am getting gradually misanthropic, and when I 
have turned completely sour, I shall put in a tender for 
that Refreshment Room and amuse myself with depriving 
mankind of its meals. 

I shall conduct the business on the same system as 
at present ; only, t/ possible, that system shall be a little 
worse. j 

As it is, passengers have nearly ten minutes at their I 
disposal, and much mischief may be done in that time 
by a hungry man, t/ he is ungenkel. Your well-bred 
passenger is profitable, because he is, under any circum- 
stances, incapable of blowing his soup or fingering his 
fish. He would politely expire, sooner than commit ^ 
a solecism. He takes his time, and loses his dinner. 

But a man who is determined with the waiters ; who 
has sound molars and strong jaws ; and, above all, who 
is stone-deaf to the voice of Etiquette ; a man who will 
eat curry with his fingers, pick ham-bones with his teeth, 
and cut all the breast out of fowls for his own consump- 
tion : such a passenger may almost manage to get a 
meal at Hawk Station. And that is what I mean to 
prevent. 

So I shall induce the Station-master to start the 
train 5 minutes earlier. 
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THE EASTERN QUESTION, 



THE EASTERN QUESTION MADE EASY. 



[Russia conqaers the Turcomans, and the British GovemmeBt dscida n 
surrender Candahar.] 



This qaestion's a wonderful Riddl^^ 
But I am possessed of the Key — 

And calmly my thumbs I can twiddle. 
For all is transparent to me. 

The Tories may babble of Russia 
Inciting the fierce Cabulese— 

And call late discloeores a Crusher— 
But / shall infer what I please. 

And, scorning Experts' opposition, 

The theme of my speech and my song. 
Is, — Russia's fulfilling her Mission 
While England's persistently Wrong. 
Chorus, (Con spirito), 
LobanofT, ScobelofT, 
Romanoff, and Co. 
They're the ones to gobble-off 



But, Beaconsfield and Lytton, 
You are anxious about Britain ? — 
Russia's harmless as a Kitten — 
I asseverate 'tis so ! 

Thro' Asia the Russ sanctimonious 
Is led by his sweet guiding-star, 

And I feel it is simply felonious 
For Britain to hold Candahar. 

** Our object is Civilization " — 

The reverenced Czar has decreed — 
'Twould be ceaseless reproach to our Nation 



BY A LIBK&AL LEADER. 



The Anti-Grecian foe — 



Philanthropy thus to impede. 
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If Russia's ambitious of taxing 

The Cities of far Hindostan— 
Let England oblige by collapsing 
As soon as she possibly can. 
Chorus. — Lobanoif, Scobeloif, &c. 

Oh, think of the Muscovite millions 
Who yearn for the spoils of the East — 

And shall we controvert their opinions — 
Shall we stay their hand from the feast ? 

No, Never ! The debonair Tartar, 
The Cossack, we'll welcome afford, 

And eagerly India barter, 

With Russia's ideas to accord. 

I know she's accused of encroaching, 

J\.ccording to long-settled plan — 
So I, to prevent her approaching. 
Evacuate Afghanistan. 
Chorus. — Lobanoff, Sco|)eloff, &c. 

My Emperor's simply seraphic — 
I couldn't say " No " to the Czar — 

Then vainly each lecturer graphic. 
May indicate peril afar. 

And vainly each Speaker euphonious 
May prate about prestige and pride, 

Such notions are simply erroneous, 
And most unbecoming beside. 

You say it is ** base to surrender 

What Britain has bought with her blood " — 
But Britain's a hoary offender 

A Land-grabber old as the Flood. — 

And pregnant with evil Ambition — 

While Muscovy simply " aspires ; " 
We plunder without intermission — 
But Romanoff gently " acquires.** 
C/^^mr.— Lobanoff, Scobeloff, &c. 
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This Qaet tion's considered a Riddle 
By all except Russia and me — 

You sospect her — My answer is *« Fiddle 
De-diddle de-diddle de-dec ! " 

CA^mr.— LobanofT, Scobeloff, &c. 



THE MACHINERY OF ART. 

" Heaven help thee— thou art tofkittioaUdJ* — CharlbsLamb. 

**How glorious is this vigorous Northern life," thought 
I, as I sat alone at the supper- table of a far-away High- 
land Inn, and called to mind the marvels I had witnessed 
since I left the South. 

The mountains and swift whirling streams ; the stormy 
Firths ; the vast Table-lands, clouded here and there 
with masses of dusky foliage ; the very roads, rocky and 
unyielding, that lay under the shadow of the hills, and 
seemed to echo music to the clang of hoofs, or the 
tramp of a Highland regiment: all these had their power 
upon me still. How my spirit revelled in the stormy, 
rushing beat of the waterfall, the sweet odour of the 
pine woods in the early morning, and the magic change- 
ful play of the clouds among the mountain-tops ; and 
then, at eventide, the clear, cold Northern sky, whose 
deep-set eyes, the stars, shone with such earnestness 
and truth, would seem to come nearer to the hills and 
earth, as though the heroes and martyrs who fought 
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and died for Scotland, sought, . in the silence of the 
night, to watch more closely over the land they loved. 

** Indeed it is a glorious country ! " said I, aloud, 
carried away by my enthusiasm. 

" Yes, it's pretty tidy. Sir," — exclaimed a voice at my 
elbow, **the old Shop has been very useful to Art in its 
time ; but it*s altogether played and painted out now. 
IVe been looking out for some fresh bits all the summer, 
but, bless you, everything worth having has been used 
up long since. It*s No Go, Sir : there's no Novelty to 
be had, unless you trot out with an Explorer's Caravan 
and paint the last discovered breed of Niggers." 

The individual, who had thus disturbed my soliloquy, 
was a short, heavily bearded person, with a dark com- 
plexion, a pompous manner, and a twinkling eye. He 
had now seated himself at the table, and was eating 
supper with avidity, occasionally pausing to inculcate 
some principle of Art upon a youth at his elbow, whom 
I judged to be his pupil. But whether he talked of 
Turner, or of Rubens, or simply asked his neighbour to 
pass the pickles, he delivered every syllable with such 
a distinct poetic-feet utterance, that he only needed a 
birch to complete his resemblance to the respected 
Doctor of Philosophy who used to put me through the 
scanning-mill in my early days. 

" There is so much affectation and mannerism now-, 
a-days, you see," — observed the Artist, chasing a little 
bit of salmon round his plate with the pickle fork — 
You ought not to be able to tell any man's manner. 
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ril defy any one to tell me my manner" — he added, as 
he captured the salmon and put the pickle-fork into bis 
mouth. 

"There certainly is," he continued, ** some of the 
finest stuflf in Scotland about here. I got — well, a nice 
little handy Subject five miles away west. Such terrific 
Gor-ges " — swallowing a huge piece of salmon — ** such 
bewilderment of foliage and profundity of shade — foliage 
is tractable enough, but mountain prospects are fre- 
quently very unmanageable; still, if you treat a 
mountain well, you'll find it yield excellent results: 
but you must be firm — there must be no hesitation, or 
it will overcome you." 

**If you can seize Cragedin Castle with a suitable sky, 
and the lake properly arranged, and get the mountain 
nicely lit up, I assure you it's very impressive — but yoa 
have to wait upon the clouds and the atmosphere. 
(My friend Swisher attacked it by moonlight, but not 
successfully.) There is an Effect at sun-rise, and then 
there is nothing till nine o'clock — in fact it depends 
upon the humour of the day ; sometimes, for instance- 
Here, Timothy,"— shouted the Artist excitedly, dashing 
down his knife and fork, catching up brush and 
palette, and flinging open the window—" Come and 
catch these pieces of moonlight, and handle them very 
carefully ! " 

" Now, cautiously, cautiously," exclaimed the excited 
Artist. " If you can persuade that section of light to lie 
quietly beside those pools of shadow — there — Now I 
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think we should be justified in bringing in a boat to 
exercise the moonlight on, and to make the wind 
palpable, as it were ; but you must be very careful not 
* to upset the general effect." 

" Poor Turner — I knew the man intimately — used to 
say to me • Ah, Bracegirdle, my boy, between ourselves, 
it is only you and I who can manage Water Works 
properly : and I must say I admire the steadfast purpose 
that sweeps through all your canvas ! ' He was a great 
man. Sir ; a coruscating Genius, overflowing with keen 
perceptions and artistic power." 

Since I met Professor Bracegirdle, my peace of mind 
has been destroyed : I no longer admire Nature as a 
whole ; I want to analyze, to examine in detail ; I am 
always poaching after the picturesque, and looking out 
for odd bits of sunlight, stray shreds of cloud, and 
segments of moonbeams. 

I now no sooner behold a painting, than I feel com- 
pelled to criticise it : to find fault with the tone of the 
old woman in the foreground, and with the perspective 
of the pigstye at the rear. I jargonize — so to speak — 



I have as keen an eye for " Effects " as any broker's 
man : I am for ever hankering after Novelty, and would 
welcome a Tornado with delight, even though it un- 
roofed all my neighbour's houses and swept every Home- 
ruler into the sea. I am an Enthusiast, and Professor 
Bracegirdle perverted me. What Falstaff said to Prince 
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** *Lo, master, 'ee be going my way I reckon ? " 

The song and its hoof-accompaniment ceased simul- 
taneously, and the poor fellow, regarding me with a 
look that he meant to be penetrating, asked 

'* Be 'ee come fur ? " 

" Seven miles." 

**Then *ee be ripe for resting. Three miles is a 
pint?" I acquiesced, and he continued, '*I thought as 
thee was 'spectable, else I 'ood n't a gi' thee the chance: 
'sides, 'tis company for me." 

I established myself in the cart, remarking that his 
horse was a quiet one. 

" Yes, Dobbin be'ant dangerous : but he bin where 
Danger bides ; he bin a sojer, and fowt a lot in his 
time, an' a knows a lot too. Dobbin be terr'ble cunning. 
Larnin' comes natural to he : but I had to work my old 
head mortal hard, else I'd never a know'd what a do. 
My Canister's leakish. Master," — he tapped his head 
solemnly. "'Twn't hold things easy, 'specially songs, 
so I takes a sample out o' one tune, an' a sample out o* 
another, and that makes very good music, I 'low " 
{allow, i.e. consider). 

Here he relapsed into singing broken staves of quaint 
old rhymes. 

I knows a power o' things, but there's three things 
a don't know," — he sunk his voice impressively, — **I 
don't know where winds hides when 'tis quiet starlight : 
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nor what got in the sea that won't let un rest. And I 
can't tell what 'tis freshens wore-out Moons — I s'pose 
they Angels burnishes 'em. 

"** Dobbin he knows, I reckon, but a won't speak. 

" He bin sojering, an' a must a bin sharp, else they 
wouldn't ha' took un. I 'listed too, once, but folks 
must ha' told mischiefs about me, for the Sojer-gaffer 
he shut me in the first night, and telled me next mornin' 
to find out the shortest way home; and a Drummer-boy 
says — ' Go and tell your mother we could rake a better 
man out o' the churchyard 1 ' They didn't ought to ha' 
turned me off the job that ways : I knows I shouldn't 
be frade o' folks if I had a red coat and a medal for 
Sundays." 

The recollection of the harsh rebuff that had pre- 
vented him from entering on a military career, appeared 
to throw my odd acquaintance into a gloomy reverie, 
wherein he remained until the horse stopped of his own 
free will at an antiquated farmhouse. 

" Yon's where me an' Dobbin bides," said the driver, 
pointing to a thatched stable, with a loft overhead, 

I wished him good-day, and walked on into the town, 
three miles distant. 

In conversation with the host of the "George," I 
learnt that Dobbin's driver was a half-wit, known as 
** Timberless Tom ; " — and, as I walked up the High 
Street in the evening, I beheld poor Tom himself, 
mounted " barebacked " on Dobbin, ride up with all the 
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dignity and importance of a negro Chief in his first white 
waistcoat, to the door of the principal Chemist in the 
town. 

The urbane Druggist was just bowing two ladies out 
of his shop, when Tom addressed him in stentorian 
tones — 

**Lo, Mast'r Squills, be 'ee coortin' like?" 

"What do you want ?" replied the Chemist, shortly. 

" Want to gie 'ee some custom, MastV Squills : our 
Gaffer he bean't goin' on just right, so he've sent Oi for 
one o' thee Drenches." 

Tom, dismounting, hitched his horse to the nearest 
lamp-post, and entered the shop. 
*^ J **An*t ye got nare a drop o' yale in none o' they 

^ - i goose-bellied bottles?" he enquired, pointing to the 

/ j imposing glass vessels that adorned the Pharmaceutical 

i shop-front. 

i ** In the house we have ale. Sir," replied the chemist 

with mock deference, " that I have no doubt would meet 

' with your approbation." — 

"I likes un tidy bite-ish, mind : I aint used toswipins," 
said Tom. 

» "Very well," replied the Chemist, with a peculiar 

smile. 

" 'Lo, Mast'r Squills 1 " exclaimed Tom, as the chemist 
retreated to his parlour. 
"Well." 

I thinks ril have un hotted, Mate." 





THE MALIGNAN7 MEDICINE. 



"Oh, yes. Certainly. So you shall," said the 
Apothecary, grimly. ** Anything else I can do for you ? " 

" Just drop a seasonin' o* sugar in un, Mast'r Squills, 
an' a speck o' nutmeg." 

"Quite so. There," said the Cherfiist, returning, 
"There, I think you'll find that nice and comforting," 
with a malevolent look at Tom ; for the wily Apothecary 
had exercised his art upon the potion. 

" I be much 'bliged to 'ee, Mast'r Squills " said Tom, 
wiping his wide mouth with his rough sleeve. 

" Not at all," replied the Chemist. " Now be careful 
of that medicine, mind ; u^s very strong^ 

Tom mounted the deliberate steed, and was borne 
slowly homeward on its broad back r but he had not 
gone far, ere he began to be cofiscious of an urgent 
inward Monitor. 

"I do feel terrible strange and shaky" — solfloquised 
poor Tom. " My insides is all of a whirl and a wrestle. 
Voa Dobbin ! " 

When Tom remounted, after an agonizing interval, 
his dignity was gone. He felt humbled and contrite. 
In his further progress he experienced misery equal to 
that of the Channel passage. 

** Oh dear," cried poor Tom " thei^ Twists is comin' 
on again. I be took for death, sure. Oh, dear, it*s all 
along of swapping Dobbin's corn for beer ; I might ha* 
know'd parson ud quilt me for that ! " — and what with 
fear, remorse, and pain, poor Tom fairly rolled on the 
grass beside the road. 
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At length he grew more calm, and seating himself on 
a gate, began to consider the situation. 

Suddenly a light broke in upon Tom's darkened in- 
tellect; and, hastily withdrawing the bottle of physic 
from his pocket, he laid it on the grass, and retreated 
to a safe distance. 

" Now I knows ! " he exclaimed. ** Mast'r Squills 
telled me that 'ere Drench was mortal strong, and it be, 
sure-ly." 

What be I to do ? If I goes nigh un he'll tear me 
to pieces, an' if I leaves un bide, Mast'r '11 whop me. I 
be in a terr'ble fix." 

Poor Tom remained lost in reverie, while Dobbin 
calmly nibbled the grass. 

At length he sidled off the gate, cut a long willow 
from a neighbouring bank, and after much considera- 
tion tremulously tied to one end of it the bottle that he 
believed to contain the malicious author of his woe. 

There, he've had a roughi»h journey," said Tom, as 
after a hard gallop homewards, with the bottle held as 
far from him as possible, he presented hi^ masters 
physic at the Farmhouse door, ** he've been shook 
about a lot, but he brought it on hisself. Next time," 
continued Tom, apostrophizing the bottle, ** Next time 
you wants to come your Games, you better find a Fool to 
frighten ; Uaint no use to tackle knoivledgeable folk ! " 
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BEHIND THE SCENES IN A MASK. 



' And with a shilling cut him off 
From his paternal land."— Hood. 



When, after a certain disappointment in youthful and 
unreasoning love, I determined to avenge myself upon 
humanity by tempting Fortune in the Royal X Hussars, 
Recruiting Sergeant Kestrel would not deceive me, he 
said. — 

"A soldier's life was not all ease and glitter — there were 
wild scenes at times" — and the Sergeant laid a bronzed 
and sinewy hand upon the medals at his breast. But life 
was a rough campaign anywhere, and taking all together, 
a ** young gentleman of spirit" could see the world very 
comfortably from under the busby of a Hussar. 

And he could see with half an eye that I was of 
different calibre to the regulation recruit ; and ** being 
so, Sir, what can prevent you from making a noise in the 
world ? What powers on earth can keep you from a 
Commission ? — Ay, and What may not that Commission 
become ? May it not increase in value with every year 
of service, till you would'nt Chop it for the highest seat 
in Parliament ? May it not change after every battle 
like — like Dissolving Views; becoming better and 
brighter every time — Captain, Major, Major-General — 
Ah, and there's no knowing what. Think of Sir Colin 
Campbell, Sir!" 
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I had thought of Sir Colin, and, although I assured 
the Sergeant I had no such high hopes, I needed not 
his eloquence to be convinced that within me were the 
elements of success. 

Already in imagination I was writing the Despatches 
of a great victory, and I entered the Royal X Hussars 
with quite a little rush of enthusiasm. 

I had served but a very few days ere I began to 
experience Dissolving Views indeed. 

It is not my present purpose to give anything but the 
merest outline of my military life ; and I will not now 
enlarge upon the suflferings of the proud spirit that could 
once brook no subjection : nor say how near I often was 
giving a very different salute from the Regulation one 
to some hectoring, patent-leathered pigmy fresh from 
school. 

But the commissioned officers were my least evil. I 
could have borne with the patricians — ^although I found 
vast difference between stern Captain A., and fierce 
Lieutenant B. of our Troop, and the frank, genial 
soldiers I had known in happier days. I had expected 
a reverse to the shield there. 

But to have rough orders hurled at me by a Troop- 
sergeant, and then to be bullied in speech thickly set 
with oaths and other ex/ras for slackness in executing 
what I did not understand, was at times well-nigh 
insufferable. 

However I had a consolation. 
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My superior education was so highly appreciated, ami 
I advanced so rapidly ; that in less than six months I 
obtained the post of Assistant Military Secretary to 
Lance-Corporal Tompkins, who had one eye, and 
peculiar notions of orthography ; and who, in return for 
my services, was good enough to bully the other recruits 
into looking after my horse. 

The chief drawback to this appointment was, that 
after I had transferred the gallant CorporaPs ideas to 
paper, the ** Copy ** was submitted for revision to the 
chief Secretary, the Corporal's " Missus," who variegated 
my composition till it accorded with her own erroneous 
notions : which was Jiard to bear. 

However the Corporal was my very good friend ; he 
shielded me as much as possible from our ruling rod of 
iron, and even loosed, to the best of his humble ability, 
the clumsy red tape restrictions in which we poor 
Troopers lay bound, like Sampson in the green withs. 

I had no distaste for my self-chosen occupation, and 
when I looked out upon the crush and crowding of 
Civilian life, where every avenue is choked with hun- 
dreds of hungry Place-hunters, trampling each other 
down in the race for bread, I saw that many had a 
harder lot than those who bore sabres for the Crown. 

It is hard to gain substantial footing in this favoured 
land. , Merchants* offices are simply besieged with 
eager Candidates for ten hours per diem of hard labour 
on a hard stool. 

Amanuenses are as plentiful as quills; Secretaries 
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have become mere dead letters ; and 

cept in first-class journalism, are of little more accoant 
than scissors. 

It is not a case of the round peg in the square hole ; 
it's a case of fifty Pegs all pegging away to get into one 
and the same opening, and that, too often, a wretched 
billet at the best. 

Talk about the situation in the East ? It's a pity the 
situation isn't here, *t\vaalcl be pulled to pieces in five 
minutes. 

Where will it all end ? — every man wants to be an 
improvement on his parents ; not in worth, but in show. 
Didn't I go into a snuffy old Tobacconist's yesterday, 
and didn't he point out a loud little Snob in checks, 
and say, •* That's my Son, young Man : he's a- walking 
the Orsepitals " ? 

Isn't every one mad for Position, if it's a position 
whence he can safely curl his nose at his fellow man ? 

Talk of the music of the Spheres \ What is there but 
grating and discord in any sphere that money-grubbing 
Man moves in. Who is content with his own sphere 
either — who isn't busy with some little machine of his 
own that may transfer him to another ; like Voltaire's — 
or somebody's — Flying Philosopher ? 

Hasn't even Love grown mercenary now-a-days, and 
will not Venus call any old Chinese idol Adonis, if it is 
sufficiently gilt ? 

Such were a few of my reflections on this best of all 
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possible worlds, as I paced the platform of one of the 
metropolitan stations, a short time after my enlistment, 
waiting the appearance of his Excellency the Corporal, 
who was timed to arrive by the next train. The 
approach to the " arrival platform " was guarded by the 
usual determined official, who stands in the gateway of 
a palisading like Horatius at the bridge ; or like a Civil 
Service Examiner guarding the State-room berths from 
unqualified candidates. 

** You can't pass, Sir," said he. 

** But Fm expecting a parcel," said I. ** Rather a 
large parcel, booked per 8.30 train." 

** Oa the 8.30 train," said a telegraph clerk, looking 
from a little office window, outside which a group of 
alcoholic sailors had just been creating a great hubbub 
by rapping and calling for whisky ; having mistaken it 
for a liquor bar. 

The 8.30 train ? Havn't heard of her yet. Spilt 
somewhere, I expect. Come in and have a smoke while 
you wait. Tm Skipper over the Wires, so you're safe to 
know if she turns up." 

I accepted his invitation, and entered his electric box, 
on whose painted walls intrusive Phoebus had raised 
myriads of blisters. 

" You can't pop 'em," said my friend, as I glanced at 
these excrescences. " They're all gone long ago. I 
used to pop 16 a day, and sometimes 18 — one for each 
hour the fellows work, and they soon went, I can tell you. 
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"Sometimes we*re on all night, when there's beeoa 
Scnmeher; bvt there^s not mnch doin* jnst at piemt 
We sball have a good accident here soon, though, I 
expect. Old Signals is seedy, and the Directors woi't 
let him lose health without losing pay, so hegetssc»Ml 
to keep vp Us spirits. 

•*We had one little Flutter last night; but it wa«ft 
anything out of the way : we boxed up a lawyer thoofh. 
and spoilt a few commercials. 

Yon see if a Signalman geto no hoUdajs, be feeb 
tempted to take it out of the PabHc: 'spedallf excniw 
times — it makes him savage.** 
•*Jost so,- said I. 

**Ah, it requires Talent,** said the clerk, alluding to 
the restless electric Indicators, tliat were for everpdnt- 
ing and quivering like a restless horse's ears. 
requires talent and skill to manage 'em. I was proud 
of 'em when I knew *em first, but now I preside over 
*em, I hate 'em. If they was an infant School, and 
every one being brought ap by Bottle, they coalda't be 
more exact! nc;'. They're always calling for me — Hullo 
he exclaimed, suddenly darting out to tap on the shoulder 
a one-armed man who was wheeling a frameful of 
carriage-lamps. ** Got back again, Ned ? How are 
you now, old joker 7 " 

" You'll soon know, if you aint civil," replied the one- 
armed man. ** I'm as well as ever I shall be on railway 
fare. I wish I'd been a soldier like that young chap 
then I might ha' got a pension for what I've lost. 1'^ 
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sooner fight the Foreigners than fight everlastin' agin 
long hours and short wages. The engine docks my 
limb, and then the Directors docks my pay — that's 
Division of Labour, I suppose; but I can't see it. 
There's less of me, I know, but the children's appetites 
ain't less ; and how's a chap to feed seven children with 
one arm ? I've been run down twice, you see, my lad," 
said the Lampwheeler, turning to address me, and 
smiling grimly ; ** there's one thing, I'll never believe I 
shall die a natural death — without the Buffers take me, 
which has come to be second nature with Railway 
linesmen." 

Two red glowing eyes became now visible in the 
distance, and the one-armed man — he looked so like a 
Semaphore — hurried off to ring a warning bell. 

My Corporal not arriving, the Clerk suggested an 
inspection of the refreshment department. Here he 
encountered two particularly seedy young gentlemen, 
and one very flash one ; whom he introduced as 
acquaintances, public men, I assure you ; one of 'em 
littery — Rookshanks, of the ]\apping Pulverizer — rather 
communistic, but very powerful. We all lodge together, 
and you may as well come home with me to supper — if 
you've no objection to soldiers, gentlemen," said my 
good-natured friend, apologetically. 

** No objection to anything, Twankins," replied Mr. 
Rookshanks, "only on paper, and there we must meet the 
views of the public we cater for, and demolish the minions 
of an oppressive Oligarchy." 





6o A GOOD SHILLING'S-WORTH, 

" Well, I approve of a soldier," said the obliging Mr. 
Twankins. ** I don't see anything discreditable in it. 
Though of course I know what the Country thinks; 
still, we must have someone to fight for us, unless we go 
and do it ourselves ; which would be a last resource, and 
would no doubt bring on the Millennium quicker than 
anything. I had a brother once — went to India with 
his regiment : and came back with one leg, two medals, 
and the small-pox." — 

** And a very good shilling'sworth too,'* observed Mr. 
Rookshanks, facetiously, — "And very satisfying. Which 
reminds me oysters are ninepence a dozen over the way 
— bankrupt stock, and must be cleared out at any 
' ^ ^ sacrifice." 

— ) ^ There w^as an immediate stampede for the oyster shop, 

and Mr. Rookshanks invested largely. 

Each customer's score was computed by the number 
of empty oyster-shells found on his plate at the conclu- 
sion of the repast ; and I noticed that Mr. Rookshanks, 
with a strange disregard of Equality and the Rights of 
Man, dexterously shuffled the majority of his shells upon 
the plate of the vivacious Mr. Twankins, who had the 
misfortune to be Mr. R*s. immediate neighbour. 

The oyster vender, who was evidently well aware of 
Mr. Rookshanks, and whose ** Eyes on all his motions 
with a mute observance hung," noticed this also, and 
testified, by an almost imperceptible wink, his apprecia- 
tion of the manoeuvre. 
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When payment was requested, Mr. Twankins gazed 
upon his encumbered plate with a scared expression, as 
if he had suddenly found an alligator there. He 
evidently had not the cash to discharge his little 
account ; this led to a dispute with the proprietor, and 
ended in my changing a sovereign to extricate Twankins, 
much to the amazement of all present, who evidently 
considered me a most phenomenal soldier. 

" Quite proud to make the acquaintance of a spirited 
young fellow like you — I take an interest in you, upon 
my word," exclaimed Mr. Rookshanks, with effusion. 

" Excuse me, but if your relatives have been coming 
round in a gentlemanly sort of way, and leaving you any 
little tokens of their esteem, I*m in a position to put 

you into one of the neatest little Swims" 

Put your own relatives into it, then," said I, 

" O, they've no buoyancy — nothing to float with," re- 
plied Mr. R., " but a young fellow of your abilities ** 

** Fm doubtful of the pearls in your oysters, Mr. Rook- 
shanks,'* said I. 

"Well," said he, confidentially, "and it*s like the 
World. The Correct Tip is not appeciated as it should 
be, and the breath of Calumny is rough upon us at times ; 
but we are sturdy Twigs, and transplant readily to more 
genial soils. I've had a Fly in almost every direction 
myself — tried Penny Periodical Boy Literature once, 
when I was very low on my luck ; managed the weekly 
* Buccaneer and Crasher Magazine ' for a month, while 
the Editor went under Government." 
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** Under Government ! — Special Committee, I pre- 
sume." said I. 

"No, no; Sub-Inspector of Coercion Retreats — yellow 
Uniform ; paternal Government clips your hair close and 
makes it into Mortar ; provisions found, and Gymnasium 
attached to obviate Indigestion. Blue Riband of stimu- 
lating and vituperative Literature, bless you ; promotes 
circulation wonderfully. I trust they deodorized the 
Buccaneer before admission, for he reeked of raw 
Spirits like a Coffey's Still, and must have tantalized his 
Colleagues fearfully. However, he had a rare genius in 
his way — summoned up Horrors by the Troop — regular 
old Cadmouse, sowing Dragon's teeth broadcast. I tried 
to emulate him, but in vain. 

< With blood-red wing and devastating beak 
His genius soars above me : I am prone : 
Unable to produce, each flitting week 
Th' appalling scene, the marrow-thrilling Groan, 
That Smith triumphant wields, and Smith alone \ * 

** Some of my Poesy, that is," continued Mr. Rook- 
shanks. " Extract from * Address to the Martyr of 
Coldbath Fields ! ♦ And quite true, too. I wasn't in 
the race at all.. I can lay it on pretty thick, but I 
couldn't mix quite strong enough for the youthful 
Shavers of this sea-girt Isle. My style of murdering was 
inferior to the incarcerated Editor's, and the Publisher 
was always telegraphing me to squeeze in a nice spicy 
Parricide, and to make my Burglaries a little more 
exhilarating, or the circulation would decrease. How- 
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ever, I rather distinguished myself as a Pirate, one way 
and another; but it didn't pay, and as I happened to win 
£20 in a sweep one evening, I broke off short in the 
middle of an appalling double Suicide, and left 'em in 
the lurch. 

"When the Cash was gone, I went into Politics, and I've 
been there ever since — its very simple — ^you've only got 
to revile the British Empire, and flatter the British 
intellectual, homy-handed Son of Toil, and you're safe 
to sell. My present Proprietor is a case in point — kept 
a Marine Store till the Police interfered, cind then, from 
the ashes of the Store, rose our Phoenix, the Pulverizer^'' 

. . . Wonderful old Card, the Governor : Marine 
Store and low-class agitating Journal much the same 
thing, you know. You don't exactly break the law your- 
self, but you incite others ; small risks and large profits ; 
bless you, he knows how." 

Pausing at this tribute to the sagacity of his Chief, 
Mr. Rookshanks absorbed a brimming bumper of Malt- 
extract at "one fell swoop," and, turning to his admiring 
satellites, said, 

"Suppose we adjourn to' the 'Laurels,* gentlemen, and 
introduce our military friend to the amenities of civil 
life?" 

Taking my arm, he led the way, through a labyrinth 
of minor streets, to a dismal habitation, in front of which 
was a low decrepit verandah, bearing on its sloping roof 
an inscription which informed Society that Mr. Ebenezer 
Glumley was now selling a really serviceable, worm- 
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proof Coffin at 12/6, and would be happy to accommo- 
date his patrons with neatness and despatch, "Hoping 
for a continuance of the favours — " etc. 

" Charming little place,*' observed Mr. Rookshanb. 
This is *The Laurels,' Sir." 

" Better have called it the 'Cypress,' I think," said I. 

*'Ha! ha! Very good idea. I'll suggest it to Glum- 
ley : he'll adopt it, no doubt — his whole heart's in the 
business." 

There was not the vestige of alaurel in the Undertaker's 
small garden ; but there was a stately grove of peas, a 
forest of dropsical cabbages, and a few stalwart sun- 
flowers, with a background of elm planks. 
• ** Rather suggestive," said I, pointing to Mr. Glumley's 
raw material. 

" Well, yes, Sir ; but you've only to forget that, and 
you're in Paradise directly." 

*' Past tea-time. Pa ; we'd better turn in," said Mr. 
Twankins to the Sub-Editor. 

Accordingly we crossed the funereal threshold, but we 
had scarce entered when I was startled by an outburst of 
unearthly yells, gulps, shrieks, and groans, such as might 
have proceeded from a patient of the Jesuits, in the 
palmy days of those practitioners. 

*' Our friend and Colleague, Mr* Flopson," said Mr. 
Rookshanks, darting behind the door and producing 
from that ambush a playful gentleman of some twenty 
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summers, — ''Melancholy instance of misdirected genius: 
wastes his talents on the Comic Press, when he might 
be getting his living in the streets." 

" Glad to see jo% Sir," said the young gentleman, 
who had considerable difficulty in saying anything at all, 
from the tight grasp with which Mr. R. compressed his 
^ndpipe. 

How's the * I^Lcetm' this week, Floppie?*' enquired 
Rookshaoks. 

"Oh, very blue," replied the youth. ** I lost twenty 
jokes in the Park last week, and Somebody pick de'em 
up and sent them to the opposition Cotnic : there's a 
week's work lost, and a month's lodging— they were 
worth ninepence each in any market." 

•* You've stolen other people's jokes often enough,*' 
said Mr. Rookshanks. " Mow take my advice» Floppie, 
give up all jokes, except practical ones, and perambulate 
with a nice respectable * Punch and Judy.*" 

There you'd address the public at once, without in- 
flicting untold agonies on Compositors, and other 
innoceiits. You Nineteenth Century wits have got a 
lot to answer for, you know, for galvanizing defunct old 
Jokes, and passing 'em off for real live ones. Give it 
up, Floppie : you've a fine command of language— that 
bray of yours, for instance, would attract admiring mul- 
titudes/' 

"The Cackle was' always considered my strong point,'* 
replied Mr. Flopson, evidently "fetched" by the com- 
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pliment, "bat i*ve always been of opinion that mj 
grealcsl success in that department is the Biay. I dont 
know, but I believe myself unapproachable in that. Mj 
poor ftiend Jinks had one of the most perfect Yelps I 
ever hetsdy but h^s dead, poor feUov.** 
Hydrophobia?*' said L 

"No : Bronchitis," replied Mr. Flqpson, 8adl}r» "brt 
it's what we must all come to." 

"rn tell yon irfaat, Vau" observed Mr. Flopson.— 
(It appeared that Mr. Rook shanks was affect ionatelj 
addressed as '*F^" within the domestic circle, partly on 
accomit of his superior age, and other altalnmrats ; but, 
chieHy, by reason of his massive, black, '* mutton-chop" 
whiskers.) 

** ril tell you what. This is a beastly bracing neigh- 
bourhood, and I can't afford to live in it much longer. 
These sharp winds are dead against the pocket too, and 
when you sit down before a pound of steak, you feel as 
lonely and disconsolate as an elephant with a crumpet" 

" You should learn to live on your own chaff, then, 
like other Geni-asses," returned Pa. " You've all caught 
the cacoethes scribendi together, I think. There's Twan- 
kins, now" — 

*' I caught a flea on my bust of Homer, yesterday, if 
that's what you mean ; and three more on the war-path 
in a blanket," replied Mr. T. "I got Mrs. Glumle/s card, 
pinned one of the reptiles in each comer, and put the 
card and the quartette in the window : * Apartments to 
let, furnished.' She took it down emphatically." 
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" I donU mean fleas," replied Pa., ** I mean worse. 
You've caught something that will cause you more 
uneasy days and restless nights than any Colony of 
domestic insects. I shan't travel on your Co.'s line for 
the present, I can tell you. I know you'll do some 
mischief with those telegraph needles — sew up the 
Express and a gross or two of passengers, I expect. 
Look at him, gentlemen, the Muses have unhinged his 
mind." 

We did look at him, critically. He was a stalwart 
chap, with red whiskers and a cast in his eye. 

** He requires a large amount of animal food to keep- 
him going, gentlemen," continued Pa, with the air 
and attitude of a Showman, '* But he has laid himself 
out to be ethereal. He wears his hair long, as you 
observe, gentlemen, so that it droops on his shoulder* 
like a coal heaver's hat. This plan refines the intellect 
marvellously. In addition, he eschews meat, and lan- 
guishes on cabbage and its affinities, simply because he 
wants to write like Shelley, and has read somewhere 
that Shelley was a Vegetarian. What he saves on meatr 
he spends on Gin-and-water, and he did not write that 
last volume of poems that took the world by storm " — 

A torrent of agonising exclamations, as of a person ii» 
grievous bodily fear — ** Murder ! Missis I Gentlemen I 
Thieves! Police! Oh! Help! Vm Took aX \diSi\"— 
interrupted Mr. Rookshanks' sarcasms. 

We all rushed out of doors, in the direction whem:u^ 
tixe sounds proceeded. 
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There in the gloaming, alone, inebriate, and help- 
I689I7 p«wing the air \ hmriiif the poeterior part of hit 

continuations firmly attached to the boarding of his own 
fence, which had been newly pitched, was the ill-starred 
Mr* Eb^ezer Glnmle^. We aseeitained snbseqaentlf , 
that, in stooping forward to tie up a lace, he had brought 
the seat of his trousers into close contact with the pitched 
boarding, and when, after much fambling, he had 
fastened the lace, and strove to stand upright, he found 
himself seized, as he imagined, by invisible hands from 
behind. 

^*Good evening, Mr. Glumley," said Pa," affably; 

How are you this evening ? " 

Good evening gentlm'n," ejaculated the prisoner, 
apparently much comforted and surprised by the 
appearance of Mortals Miljr. "I've only one obshvation 

to make. I've losht my pursh ; Fve tarred hands; 
and I'm tight. Alas, poor Yorick I knew um well I " 

''lA^t in the world is the matter, Ebeneser?" en- 
quired Mrs, Glnmley, who had now appeared upon the 

scene. 

•* I can't say," replied Mr. G., with commendable 
reticence^ ^Tm a very intell'gent man when I'm sober, 
my love ; but I ain't above the average when I'm 
drunk." 

"Why don't you come in ?" exclaimed Mrs. Glumley, 
wrathfully. Why he's stuck to the wall like a James's 
Plaster I You idiotic Ostrich, Ebenezer I What on earth 
did you do it for } What has happened, Ebenezer ? " 
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" You mind your own business, and don't interfere 
in my private affairs. I refer you to my Solicitor," re- 
plied Mr. Glumley, waving his hand loftily. "I shall 
come in," he added, " when I feel so disposed." 

After some trouble, and at no slight sacrifice of 
materials, we released Mr. Glumley from his painful 
position ; and his better half, thrusting him indoors, 
desired him to render an immediate and explicit account 
of himself. 

Have the goodness to ockepy yourself with house- 
hold matters,*' returned Mr. Glumley, with dignity. **I 
bin buryin' a Baro-nite and had servants to wait on me. 
I bin appreciated by the Upper Ten, I hope I done my 
Duty. Woman, Slave, Menial — fetch my slippers." 

Mrs. G. promptly suppressed him with the outward 
application of one, having apparently anticipated his 
request. 

" Well, do as you like : you're older than I am," he 
grumbled, as she passed him into the kitchen. 

**Well, gentlemen," said Mr. Rookshanks," after this 
pleasing little interlude, we will resume our social duties. 
Mr. Twankins will doubtless oblige us with a solo on 
the Flute." 

Mr. Twankins obliged at once, and drew forth the 
very dregs of melody from his wretched instrument, 
emulous, I should say, of those feline minstrels that 
howl from housetops with malicious pleasure in the woes 
of men. He then inflicted upon us a Ballad, "The 
Love-sick Gondolier." The title only was vouchsafed 
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to tis in English, the song being rendered in the original 
Italian ; and it is but justice to Mr. Twankins to say, 
that bit Italian was v«ry origiiial indeed. While ^ 
song proceeded, Mr. Rookshiakt mid I began a-Etle 

conversation on Politics. 

** Queer old country this, you know — governed en- 
tirely by the lower classes, I assme yon. Bonnd to be, 
for they can muster most votes. Such being the case, 
both Parties clap the lower classes on the back, and 
show then their initnes thiongfa a magnifying glass. 
Whichever party bids highest for their support, gets it. 
Plausibility ensures success. Agitation rules the roast, 
and if you want to please the plebeian, you must denounce 
the patrician. Hmnan Nature's very envions. At its 
best, it's like the converted Cowmim, who got his heart 
changed through attending open-air Tea-meetings. 
•Ah/ says he, 'Master haves it all his own way here; 
bnt wait till I gets to a better world : ihm Fttpmitk 
imP*'— 

Here "Pa" was entreated to contribnte to the har- 
mony of the evening, and he did so vigorously, on a 
Cornet, while Mr. Flopson officiated at an excruciating 
piano. 

Suddenly a tremendous volume of sound — a very 
avalanche of discord — interrupted and paralyzed the 
musicians, and I looked around for the cause of this 
fresh disturbance. 
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*' It's Next Door," said Mr. Flopson, with bated breath. 
** Whenever he hears we're going to enjoy ourselves, he 
asks the nearest Hurdy-gurdy in to tea." 

" I'll tell you what," said Pa, " Britons never shall be 
slaves. Lef s ask the Hurdy-gurdy in to supper," — and, 
after some consultation as to how the Next Door could 
be induced to part with its melodious guest, and how 
that Vassal could be stirred up to mutiny against his 
present employer, the inventive Pa hit upon a plan. 

Leaving the house with loud expressions of dismay, 
pitched and tuned for the ear of our formidable neigh- 
bour, we bid each other good night upon the steps, and 
dispersed in different directions, only to return and enter 
by the back door. This manoeuvre was at once success- 
ful, for Next Door, supposing that he had cleared the 
coast, dismissed the Italian Minstrel, who was entrapped 
at once by our wily Pa, and by threats and promises 
combined, was inveigled into ''The Laurels." 

And now our Party held Carnival indeed — they 
revelled in the delights of sound; and the Hurdy-gurdy, 
the Cornet, a fiddle, and the flute, reduced the enemy 
to despair. He came out, locked the street door after 
him, and fled the scene. 

The Undertaker had been described to me as one of 
the mildest-mannered of men, a perfect mute in domestic 
matters, who venerated his lodgers, and in the intervals 
of business, was either kept in the kitchen by his wife, 
or sent in the garden to pick the snails off* the cabbages; 
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m thad I can oalf aieconit for what now tddk |riaM hj 
mpposing that Mrs. G« bid taken advantage of her 
Inisband's inebriety to itir bim up to battle against Pa 
and bis faniilf, on ber behalf. Tbere came a sharp tap 
at the door* 

" My Usband wishes you to understand. Mr. Rook- 
abank$/' said Mrs. Glumley, that he won't have no 
F!arliainenfr|r goin's^on in this 'otisOy and if this is jm 
idea of propriety, he tnists yon will seek another loof as 

soon as possible." 

" Ask him in, ma*am ; ask him in," said Mr. Rook> 
shanks, beckoning to Mr. Glnmley, who was in the 
background, Step inside, Sir, and sit down, or lie on 
the sofa till you feel better. Floppie, fetch a wet towel 
and tie round his htad.*' 

I nVW not sit Amm, Sir/' replied Mr. GIninley, 
solemnly. I don't require support. I'm a gentleman 

a-livin' on his means. You go and protrude your society 
somewheres else, and don't come here interferin' with 
a veim as has amassed a compntificy a-lettin* qniet 
lodgin's to his fellow creeters. Why I've got £s^o at 
this present moment^ if I hadn't lost it in a Buildin' 
Society 

"It was took from you for some wise purpose, Eben* 

ezer ; or you'd have drunk yourself to death in a week, 
would'nt you, darling ? said Mrs. Glumley, affection- 
ately. ** Now turn these Mis-creams out, or knock 'em 
doim» and I'll throw 'em out o^ winder/' 
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** If I'd been properly brought up, my love, there's 
not a Bruiser going could have stood agin me," observed 
Mr. Glumley. "But my education bin neglected in my 
youth," he added, bitterly, ** so our only course is to 
summon 'em for trespass." 

" Have a glass of whiskey, old man," suggested the 
insidious Mr. Rookshanks. 
"Now, Ebenezer ! " said the lady, in a forbidding voice. 

"You hold your tongue. I'll conduct this business," 
replied the Undertaker. " Mr. Rookshonks has just 
made an observation that does him great credit," he 
continued, considerably mollified. 

" I wt'/l have a glass of whisky. Sir, thank you. I've 
always had sincere reshpect for you gentlem'n, and I 
wish she'd let the bacon run its course, without cuttin* 
off slices for the kids." 

" How dare you slander your own wife, Ebenezer ! " 
exclaimed Mrs. G. hysterically. 

"Will you allow me to tell an untruth ? " replied the 
inebriate Mr. Glumley, with sternness, — then, blandly 
offering the decanter, ***Ave liddle drop wishky, Mr- 
Rooskang : I've 'ad liddle drop : you *ave liddle drop." 

"I wish to take an unprej'diced view of things" — Mrs. 
Glumley thrust him incontinently outside the door, and 
turned the full torrent of her wrath on Pa. 

"You rascally, shameless reprobate" — 

" Good," interrupted Pa, tapping the table with a 
short black pipe. " Very good indeed. Good delivery. 
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<jo on.'* He was regarding Mrs. G. steadfastly, with 
an aqmssion of miai^ interest and asmiiemeiil. 

" Yon book-making, abominable wretch— yon thimble- 
rigging, correct-card-sharping scamp — you but it*« 

useless arguing with you : you're past repentance I 

'*Too far gone upon the Flowery Path, sweet lady," 
returned PiqMU 

" You scoundrel '* — 

" Which, ma'am enquired the sportivei but exas- 
perating Pa. 

OonH talk to me, you insolent horse-racing limb, 
but pay your debts and quit the premises with all your 
gang '* — and here she poured forth such a volley of 
compliments, mingled with historical facts respecting 
the career of Pa and his Proteges in those lodgings, 
that in sheer self-defence, Pa caught up the Hurdy- 
gurdy (whose owner had fallen asleep under the gentle 
influence of potation), and fround away for dear life. 

I think yon could never have been used to ladies' 
society," said Mrs. Glumley, indignantly, when Mr« 
Rookshanks paused for an instant in his fantasia. 

" That I certainly have not, since I've been in this 
house, Ma*am,'' retorted Pa, promptly, grinding on with 

redoubled vigour. 

Mrs. G. continued, her voice going crescendo till it 

culminated in a scream — 



Hot content with convnlsin* the street^ and sendin* 
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every blessed baby into fits, but encouragin' a lot o' lazy, 
good-for-nothing cut-throats," — she glanced at me, — 
"harbourin* Deserters in clean and respectable lodg- 
ings."— 

Whisht, Ma'am. Aisy," said 1. 

*' An«d low, blackguardly Irishmen in the bargain," 
continued the lady. 

'* Arrah, thin, don't shplit on a dacent boy. Shure 
'tis only a Fanian Head-centre I am, and not ashamed 
to own it." 

Horror-struck, Mrs. G. paused, gave one shriek, and 
fled to the front garden, where she remained, calling 
piteously for the Police. 

" How can I express my gratitude.?" said Pa, effu- 
sively, relinquishing his instrument, and advancing to 
grasp me by the hand, while the rest of the company 
listened anxiously to Mrs. Glumley's notes of exclama- 
tion. 

" There is no reason for alarm, gentlemen," said the 
imperturbable Pa. "She has undoubtedly given us 
legal notice, and the best use we can make of our time 
is to depart as rapidly and as unobtrusively as possible* 
I shall shave my whiskers to-morrow, and the other 
gentlemen can wear Ulster coats, or come to a com- 
promise if she waits upon their employers. For myself, 
I have no fear ; and I move that this meeting do collect 
its valuables and adjourn." 

" Society calls me Gay," said Mr. Twankins, who was 
stirring up gin-and-water with his spectacles. But 
they little know "— 
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" Blow Society, and come along. You're as bad as 
Glum," replied Mr. Rookshanks. *• There's only one 
other consideration," he added, thoughtfully, when the 
hasty pack-up was concluded, " And that's the Double 
X in my study : we can never abandon that. Would 
you be so good. Sir," addressing me, "It's rather heavy; 
may I ask you to do the good Samaritan, and help it 
down the stairs ? " 

Pa and I ascended for the treasure accordingly. 

"You have visited us at a painful epoch in our bistor}, 
Sir," said Pa, pausing upon the stairs ; " when we are 
breaking up our little home, and casting ourselves upon 
the wide, wide world." — 

•* You seem resigned," said 1. 

" Flotsam and Jetsam, like yourself, old boy. Here 
to-day and gone to-morrow : but it's nothing when you're 
used to it. I've rather a friendship for you, Major- 
General (if I hadn't, I should have borrowed half-a- 
crown of you by now.) But you're like myself, a fish 
oat of water. You'd make a very good Consul with 
your abilities, and my whiskers ; and I ought to be well 
up on * The Times,' or writing leaders for the 'Saturday 
Review.* " 

" How about the Politics ? " said I. 

" Change 'em," replied the versatile Mr. Rookshanks. 
" Make any sacrifice for my Country's good. Not par- 
ticular to a shade ; political chameleon, bless you. 
Literary crow : don't care what colour the carrion is, so 
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there's plenty of picking. My parents have been dead 
a long time, and I'm obliged to be my own godfather 
now. . . . Mind how you enter the Study, Sir," — 
and opening a triangular cupboard on the stairs, he 
revealed a rich and rare assortment of empty bottles that 
fairly startled me. In the centre was enshrined the 
Koh-i-nor, an i8-gallon cask of Bass. He examined 
the bottles carefully. 

"These Magazines have nothing left now but the bind- 
ing," he said, regretfully; "but there's two whole numbers 
here, I see ; and this standard work " — lifting one end 
of the i8-gallon — "shall never leave me until I have 
mastered its contents. * Shall other lips } ' No." 

With the two unexplored bottles in his pockets, and 
one end of the cask in his hands, Pa followed me down 
the narrow staircase ; but what a sight was presented to 
us at its base ! 

There, seated upon the pile of trunks, and recovered 
from her first alarm, was the heroic Mrs. G. ; and a 
truculent bull-dog at her feet intimated that she was 
not to be trifled with. 

" Checkmate. That's a wonderful woman," said my 
companion, admiringly. "Captured the baggage-train, 
anyhow. She's up to every move. But I know my way 
about a little, too. This way. Sir. I don't like to under- 
value that animal. We must try strategy" — and executing 
a swift flank movement, we escaped by the back-door. 

" Put him down a second, Sir," said Pa, as we 
reached the garden gate. Vanishing for a moment, he 
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reappeared with a barrow, whereon the cask was hoisted, 
and when Pa had taken a steady preliminary pull at its 
contents, to " lighten the draught as he expressed it, 
he wheeled it into a shady comer, and we repaired to 
the front to survey the situation. It was not encouraging. 
The landlady was in undisputed possession of the lug- 
gage, and its claimants were congregated in dismay 
upon the steps. Mr. Flopson, who had fiercely attacked 
Mrs. Glumley with all his artillery — the Yelp, the Cackle, 
and the Bray — without once upsetting the good lady's 
steadfast purpose, or inducing her to dismount, was dis- 
pirited for the first time that evening, but with the 
courage of despair he still maintained an obstinate Howl. 

The Emigrants had secured a few articles of apparel, 
however, and presented a grotesque appearance enough; 
one gentleman having a night shirt over his arm, 
another, a pair of boots bulging from his pockets, while 
the third— 

" Bring the salvage this way," cried Pa, mysteriously, 
and the articles were accordingly deposited in the barrow. 

" That's it : they'll steady the cask. Farewell, fair 
Cruelty ! " he cried, waving his hand to Mrs. G., and 
starting the barrow. 

"There»s nothing in my tnmk but dirty paper collars>" 
added Mr. Rookshanks, " and she's welcome to them, 
tho' my criticism on the Irish Church is written on the 
cleanest half-dozen.** 

Such was the patriarchal influence of Pa, that his 
children followed without a murmur, and thus all set 
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forth to seek " fresh fields and pastures new the stout 
Pa trundling the barrow zig-zag over the pavement, and 
singing " Oft in the stilly Night " with considerable 
feeling. " If the worst comes to the worst, I shall buy 
a second-hand dress suit, and go off for President of 
some Republic," he said, cheerily. But we had not 
proceeded far upon our path, when the beat of an 
official foot was heard, and it became evident that a 
Constable was bearing down upon the procession. 

"Double-quick, my aged friend," said I, entering into* 
the spirit of the affair, and determined to see it to a 
conclusion. 

The bold lieutenant of the Pulverizer'' held gallantly 
to the barrow, and propelled it at a furious pace, while 
various articles of vertu ; boots, socks, brushes, etc., 
made their escape, and were scattered on the track. 
The policeman, finding himself unable to " make the 
running," gave a signal which speedily produced another 
on the scene, who was just pouncing upon the devoted 
Pa, when I seized the pursuer from behind, and held 
him in a firm embrace. 

Then Mr. Flopson, with appropriate pantomimic 
action, forced the constable's helmet over his head, after 
the fashion of an extinguisher. There was no time ta 
say good-bye ; each man took his valuables from the 
barrow, and abandoned it to its fate; Flopson and 
Rookshanks, with stealthy steps, carried the i8-gallon 
up a side street, and disappeared. Then I released the 
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blindfolded, bewildered constable — who inimediately 
tumbled over the barrow — and ran for my life. 

And thus I parted from the gifted, humorous, un- 
principled, but indomitable " Pa." 



OUR FRENCH MASTER. 
(" Vm ia my mm CiNtttty.'**-ll9fRi*s Coaftitfott.} 

All, Mmitkmx Bdvoir, lie ms grandp* 
He liad tlie igmi mmmMi hioM ; 
And at the wfodow he woald stand, 

And gaze upon the ^irls below. 
And they would smile on Monsieur B.,* 
Because they thought his antics queer; 
And he would stroke his beard, and say, 
I vant von t^nauid povndi a-year ! " 

His Photographs he'd hold on high, 
Displayed in rapt, enthralling pose, 

And, " All ze Boys zat like to Buy " 
Could be supplied wiz " One of Zoze ** — 
He was compelled zis rule to make — 
He would be glad to give — but oh !— 
One leetle fortune it would take — 
Because '* ze ladies love me zo/' 

* Note, — Pronounce a la ^an^aitt. 



raUCmXE AKB COOTIDENTIAL. 
It is, I heligtm^ nti0 generally knoim, ikai m Ffy *» Airier ms 
responsible for the im^nely end of My Mr IbumM Shm AM. 
The Ffy m gmsttm was a €o$y of Vwsu mtt&kd The Kmghi 
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y* KNIGHT OF OTHER DAYS. 8i 



of other Days^* When the poor^ erring^ discrowned Despot started 
on his pUgrinuLge to the shrines of Holy Russia^ I sent him those 
Verses on loan, to cheer hit lonely exife. The Russian Doctor who 
attended him (and who was, in reality, a Special Correspondent in 
disguise) t stcUes that immediately he read them, Shere Ali was 
seized with a violent hilarity, which greafly alarmed his attendants. 
When he catne to the concluding stansas, he fell into convulsions of 
laughter, from the effects of which he never recovered. In the 
midst of ail his gloomy surrmmdings, poor Shere Ali literally died 
of Joy. This statement is vouched for by numerous other Russians 
of undisputed mendacity. But the Ameer^s faithful follower, 
Ram'Jamnuggar'Khan, took a terrible revenge. Under the impres- 
sion that the Ballad was an unholy charm, Jamnuggar loaded it 
with imprecations, divided it into sections, and buried it in various 
parts of Asia Minor, And so I have lost my Ewe-lamb, or at 
least three-quarters of it ; for a diligent and undaunted exploring 
Party has recovered the first fragment, which 1 now submit to the 
gentle Reader : — 



THE KNIGHT OF OTHER DAYS, 
OR, THE ORIGINAL PATENT MEDICINE, 
AN ANAOHBONIBM. 




I 



It was the Ladye Rohflda de Whyte, 
And she was a ladye of high degree ; 

And one of her lovers was Guy the Knight, 
And one, was an Agent for Homiman's Tea. 

Sir Guy the Knight was " tall of his hands," 
And broad of his shoulders, and manly of mien, 

And his hair was as fair as the yellow sands, 
And finer moustachios never were seen. 
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r< FAITHFULLB LADYB. 




Aai Ui iMMHl im ImUi tad ite tMih «m 

And lOKiiiM Sir Gttf liAd ft Mglit t>lM ey« 

That ** melted in love as it kindled in fight" 

And Sir Guy made love to that Ladye fair ; 

ibid lie made It hot, and he made It strong, 
Aad h« UiMd ]m tad coUftiwl ft lodL of iMT Mr, 

jya old Amt fMftlop Mid il Wftf wiMf . 

Aad tlie Iftdye looked up with a blush and a smile, 
And she heav6d her bosom and cast down her e>, 

And she clung to Sir Guy for a very long while> 
And she scorned that Agent for Horni man's Tea. 

But Sir Guy must leave for the Holy Wars, 
Where the banners wave, and the trumpets bray, 

To teach good manners to moral-less Moors 
And to chop off their heads in a righteoos way. 

Then the Ladye's heart was with anguish wrong, 
And the tears came, like waterspouts, out of her eyes ; 

And, as for her sighing, no modem lung 
Could compass a sigh of such wonderful size. 

** And wilt thou forget me, thou Ladye fairj? *' 
And " Could I forget thet, thou noble Knight ! 

Oh, the deepest of weeds shall thy lady-love wear 
Till Sir Guy, her darling, returns from the fight. 

And if low on a litter my Knight they bring, 
And nought of my Sweetest should then remain, 
But just enough fingers to slip on the ring, 
I'd marry thee, loved one, all the same." 

« « « « « 

Now helm and hauberk Sir Guy doth wear. 
And his pipe, and his lights, and a dozen cheroots, 

And the ringlet fair of his Ladye-love's hair 
He stows in the toes of his martial boots. 
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LYTTEL BROWNE, 



And the village-folk to the roadside pressed. 
Where his kindred stood, in a weeping line, 

And the summer sunbeam gilded his crest, 
As Sir Guy passed onward to Palestine. 

« « « « « 

Brown the Agent was browner than tan ; 

Brown the Agent was small to see : 
But he was a highly respectable man, 

Was Brown th« Agent for Homiman's Tea. 

His boots he kept polished as bright as Japan, 
His linen was spotless— the Ladies agree, 

(Tho' its seldom they can) a m«re dapper young man, 
Never held a Commission — for Homiman's Tea. 

At home, or abroad, in the Mart, or the Street, 
Whatever the theme of discoursing might be. 

Little Brown was alive, and would somehow contrive 
To hint at the virtues of Homiman's Tea, 

He'd never indulge in Tobacco or Toddy— 
His aims were far higher— 'twas easy to see, 

Tho' raiment of Moses encompassed his body. 
His soul was wrapt up in those packets of Tea, 

Yet the cold world of business detened not his soul 
From mild relaxation — when no one was nigh. 

He'd search for moustachios for hours in the glasses, 
Tho' they never rewarded his languishing eye. 

Now he saw the Lady Rohilda de Whyte — 
And his heart leapt up as soon as he saw her — 

In the Castle grounds, on a moonlight night ; 
And Brown the Agent began to adore her. 

Now Brown was fearful his love to say— 

For she was a Ladye of high degree — 
But each Michaelmas, Christmas and Valentine's Day, 

He'd itatd her a packet of fragrant Bohea. 
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His Tea was preferred to Wines in the Wood, 

And old Aunt Frizzle was loud in his prafM ; 
Slie said ht wu duUM, pioiift» and gooch- 

Patricians envied his polished ease, 
And his patent-leathers/' so prim to see, 

And Brown the Agent, by tlow d^EW^ 
Got intiodiiced to So-ct-e-tM. 

• « • • • 

Meanwhile Sir Guj was amoaf tiie Ifoon, 

And regard for the truth compels me to state, 
That instead of their falling before him by scores, — 
They ** kind of objected " to meet with their fate. 

They knocked his blue eye out on Palestine Plain,*— 

They lopt off his limbs, in their heathen way; 
And long on a pallet, in weakness aad pain, 

At kngtlif when our hmo had slowly gmm 

To Gonfakacotico ; opoii his bed 
Fell a papor actap, by tho bmses blown— 

Oar hero gnspod il, and thus he read 

A Gentleman who can sympathize 
^ With Inebriety*5 Victim Throng, 

Offers to Drunkards — (please prepay) 

A sovereign Cure for the good ' gone Wrong.' 

" A joyful Jockey would glad impart 
(For threc-and-slxpence, and carriage 6ee), 

The magic poultice that eased his hearty 
And cured his horse of a bn^en knee* 

(•Monr-FiMtttMeAU«i4t9«d this joke immamly. ttwaslTabob FtcklM 

to him.) 



Ve PAGAN PILLS. 



** A: Parent who many a pan^ endored. 
Now offers tribute of thankful praise, 

To one whose Hyson completely cured 
An only child of his evil ways. 

" Let all who suffer from gouty toe, 

From morals loose, or from breathing tight, — 
Send twenty stamps, or a P.O.O., 

To Master Brown, or to Ladye Whyte." 

• • • • 

Then Sir Guy unfettered his " Malison : " 
And the strongest terms of the Middle Age, 

He angrily Used 'em, every one ; 
And then got better, from simple Rage. 

I'll vanquish the Varlet in single fight, 
With Seconds and Surgeons to aid the fun ; 
Then shiver his timbers with dynamite, 
And riddle his Cor-r.pse with a Gatling Gun ! 

But silently then, a Saracen wight, 
A captive Carle-*of uncommon skill, 

Jnst touched the sleeve of Sir Guy the Knight, 
And hinted at Vengeance more awful still. 

Sir Guy conferred with that Captive queer,— 
The horrible sequel I quake to tell ; — 

They fiishioned alone, in the midnight drear, 
Glim mystic globules, with purpose Cell. 

They sealed themselves in an ancient Tower, 
With quaint retorts, and unlicens'd stills,— 

Oh, the occult Art, and thp magic power 
They brought to bear on those Pagan Pills ! 

They broke their seal, and they sallied forth, 
But ah, how altered the twain appeared — 

Sir Guy was disguised in a sable cloth 
Long Gown ; with a Turban, and flowing beard. 
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fAMNUGGAR^S MAUCS. 



im T«illMidib Ut Mndi I 

hsA luwi^tily past tbe wmtOmf tim^ 
On an tmbHng Palfrey the Saniocii rtde, 

His face tatoo*d with Advertisements ! 

He foUow'd Sir Guy {who a chariot " tooled " ) 
A Willing slave, over weary miles, 

they mched the RmIbi where the lion ruled, 
(Bra Ui teeili wen tews) iB tbe Bfiiiili 1 



There, just at the very point where the wit is about to 
become most sparkling ; the interest most intense ; the 
metre perfect ; and the hnmour simply irresistible — it 
breaks off, and Jamnnggar has buried it, I know not 
where I Nor can I recollect the original. I fear J. hcis 
laid a qiell upon me, for I am powerless to recall a 
sinile word. 

BqI for Jamnuggai's malice, I am convinced that the 
publication of this book would have been the signal for 

such a peal of laughter as would have shaken the whole 
civilized world. The "Flies" would have fluttered from 
Pole to Pole. My Publisher would have become a 
Rothschild ; and I shooM bavie diatingniahad mjuSi on 
an Arab in Hyde Park ; leaping the railings, over-riding 
policemen, and scattering Infancy to the winds — a 
snccessftd, self-made man. 

Jamonggar has mined me> intfeed f 

Note.— A Scotch friend of mine strongly dissuades me from letting^ '* Tho 
Knight of other Days " loose upon Society. He says the Narrative com- 
pletUy bxistlct with loeadacioas incoasittencsM. G«ittle RM4erj I^^peal to 
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THE CORPORAVS LETTER, 87 



A VOICE FROM THE RANKS. 



Events march rapidly now-a-days. How suddenly 
this " Farce of Life" became a Tragedy for our poor 
fellows at the Cape ! 

I append the last letter received by our Lady Help 
from her husband, Corporal Thos. Bolt. (The Corporal 
informs her that he has been ** rather Dickey" lately, 
having received a bullet in the knee; by reason of which 
intrusion he is at present in Hospital. This was written 
as a Postcript, on the inside of the envelope.) 

** My dear Foley 

Cince I rote last we have had the Batle of 
Dorkin in Nattal. Wen we was at home the Beggars 
and cetrer says O thems the pamperred Solders as we 
works to support in Lugsry {luxury^ Ed.) Wefi we gets 
to Nattal one o' them Colonialists says O these is Wot 
the Maternal sends to pretect the British Empire. 
Jimmy fetch us a Microscoop and let's have a look at 
em. Well my dear Foley we done our Best but wot are 
you to I>o wen a Boar crops up as sudden as a Mushe- 
room, and pretty nigh shoots the trigger oflf your rifle 
wen you thought he was in camp a-cleanin' his boots. 
The Boars is a surprizin race of Feple and skirmises as 
quiet as Uncle Joey in the Squire's Preserves you see 
my ilear Foley the Boars is sli and has got a lot of the 
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Skotch Mountings over here and knows their way aboat 
'em wonderful and as careftd over there Shots as high- 
landers over hapence. They took us in terrble my dear 
Foley and we was Beat but wot the men says is Broken 
Legs is all very well and Fevm is aU very well and 
don't object to gain' off the hooks if lequisit but wen 
them centimentle Backers as set ycu on, riishrs in and 
throws up the Spunj becoz you got nokked down the 
first round then let 'em Go where theflikss for Cioots'^ 
the British Empir shan*t have no more *o me nor my 
relations so cc«iie over at onct my dear Foley my time 
is nearly out and bring little brother Bill cmi him Ml 
of Porii^e for them Skotch is good Piters tho' they has 
got their faults and all go to New Zealan or Tijobuktoo 
together \ dpn't care wich for Old England is a Graer 
and I wants to get somewheres where peple Self respecks 
theirselves. 

My dear Foley the Librals larfed wen the Queen give 
the Order of the Star of Injy but Ae Order! as die 
Librals gives makes us sick i of ow Offimi SSjrs WJ We 
was stoped is coz o* them Brummagems as preaches 
peace and righteousness and jumps on Bobbies. He 
says tbej wants to beat swoids inty plowshaies an' then 
melt 'em down into gods for varis discriptions of Negus. 
My dear Foley some Guvments is ail Gas and Legs. It 
Ismd of kept our wcumds open to see the Boars slqrlaildii* 
off ki British Uniforms weari]^ our poor fellers cotes I 
wonder the Queen didn't come over herself an Jacket 

• Recruits— Ed. 
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'em Sooner than let thetn Bnimjims tie the Solders 
hands behind their Backs. It makes our blood broil an' 
fellers Is desertin' so no more at present tcmpus fudgit 
as our SkuUmaster said 

T Bolt 

Corpral 

N.B. Poor Sergeant Buttress is snuffed oat my dear 
Foley you no he was always very partickler : wen it was 
all Up he says Them as likes may Run but my Medals 
gets in the way an' wont let me Wen the Berryin' Party 
found him he was on his bak with 3 shots thro' the 
breast quite peaceful and couldn't get the Crimea medal 
out of his left fist— Boars took the rest but 2 Boars was 
ded affront of him and our Irish Capten as is a awful 
Fiter hisself he set down on a stretcher an' cried an' I 
helped him my dear Foley wich you no it ain't like me. 
"I wish it was me" says the Capten. He got a 
honourable Armistice and nothin' to be shamed on,'^ 
but I'm sure the Capten got nothin' to be shamed on 
neither for the Commander-in -Sheaf hisself couldn't ha 
fought and swore more beautiful." 



AN ESSAY ON THE INTANGIBLE. 



In my sanguine moments I have sometimes tried to 
explain to the Extreme British Radical — Dilke, Brad« 



fO THB INTAN&IBLB. 



laugh, & Go's. Entire — the meaning of the word Fm- 
i^fff* iMit I httvie never mcceed ed bjr veiioii of his inipen* 
elable "Intellectuality." TheE.B.R.,asarule, received 
the nevn of the slaughter of our troops at the Cape with 
the greatest equanimitj. " Soldiers I k lot o* rough 
fellers as wan/s Killiii***— I heard one of these Patriots 
chuckle out. He was a pulpy, short-winded politician, 
who panted along to the public house every evening, 
with great regularity. He attributed the accurate shoot- 
ing of the Boers to the blundering incapacity of Lord 
Beaconsfield ; and he maintained that the British lowest 
Class is the Salt of the Earth ; and has ever been re- 
markable for the brilliancy of its intellect, and the purity 
of its social life. He concluded by advocating the 
extension of the Franchise to every person who kept Pigs; 
as occupying a responsible position, and having a stake 
in the Country. . . "The Peasant is no Plaything," 
— ^as Prince Albert nobly said : but Heaven forbid that 
he should be made the Sole Arbiter of a Nation's 
Destiny: Woe worth the day when the Statesman grovels 
to the subscribers of " The Wapping Pulverizer!*' 

Well, I tried hard to explain the nature of that invisi- 
ble force, Ptesttge. 

"It's synonymous," said I, "with Credit. Prestige^ alias 
Credit, is not exactly hides, nor tallow, nor votes, but it 
is the means of getting them. If you have a Good 
Name, you can buy tallow, hides, votes, and other 

commodities, and even get a suit of ' Slops' from Moses 
himself for Credit. But when once you fail to respond 
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to Somebody's Little Bill, then those who revered you 
as a spotless and reliable old Revolutionist, whom his 
Banker delighted to honour, begin to doubt your 
stability. 

"Your once obedient, humble Servants consult toge- 
ther, and vote you a Humbug. The flow of Tallow 
ceases; Moses puts in an execution swift as thought; and 
the specially-retained Voters plump for the other side. 
Then comes a day when all your Creditors attack you at 
once, and you lose all your Property. Why ? — Because 
your Prestige failed. 

" It is of course possible that things may not go quite 
so far. You may recover yourself in time. Young 
Squire Dodgington owed his tailor /'300, and the tailor, 
after exhausting his stock of patience, at last said angrily 
that he meant to have the money. 

'* * Words, empty words,' said the young Squire, * full 
of sound and fury, signifying nothing ! ' 

"Then Squire Dodgington was presented with a 
summons. 

" ' Can't take any notice of this, don't you know ' said 
he. *It's only a Bit of Paper — not substantial enough' 
— but when the Bailiff came * Oh, you're something 
Tangible ' said the young Squire, and then he kicked 
the Bailiff out, and paid the Bill. 

" But it was an expensive process, and he would have 
saved by squaring accounts at first. 
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''Well, Honour presented her compliments to England 
lately, and sent in her little Account from the Cape : and 
yon failed to settle. 

•* Now, you will have to pay weighty Interest, andtalce 
a lot of bullying beside — and take care you don't get 
the Bailiffs in ; you've lost Prestige, — see ?" 

But he did'nt see, of course. 

We'll try again," said I. Johnny Blunden was the 
champion of our school ; but one day a little fellow took 
him unawares, and gave Johnny a jacketing. Johnny 
(who, truth to tell, was getting a little puffy and out of 
condition) said ' Oh, it's only little Binks ; and I shan't 
risk another licking by condescending to continue the 
inhuman struggle. So, if little Binks agrees to say that 
I'm best man, I'll give in.' And he did ; and then all 
Johnny's enemies (and he had a good many, having 
fought his way up) pitched into him by turns, and 
Johnny became a byeword." 

But the E. B. R. couldn't see that either, and I gave 
him up. 

Brother Englishmen, forgive the Jester, if for a 
moment he flings aside his mask, and beseeches you to 
think a little of this intangible, invaluable Prestige. 
Bred within bowshot of a garrison town, his ^reveille 
the bugle ringing thro' the woods and across the dewy, 
fir-clad hills; his earliest recollections the bright colours 
of Lancers, the glinting helmets of Dragoons, die 
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ceaseless rattle of musketry in the parade ground, and 
at the far-off range : the soldiers' pageants were to him 
an emblem of the joyousness of Life. ^ 

And the Flag-draped gun-carriage, the riderless ^ 

charger, the reversed arms, the solemn March, and the J 

farewell Volley over the soldier's Grave, taught him his \ 

first lesson of the Solemnity of Death. Thus, almost in I 

infancy, he learnt to love the Red Coat, and to rejoice I 
over its victories and its fame. 

Now, with his countrymen, he has learnt to mourn 

over the soldier's disasters and defeats, and to feel 

indignant at his wrongs. 

** On dreary Afric^s shore they lie 
Smeared vrith gore, and ghastly pale " — 

And, fettered by the Faction of the hour, not an English- 
man dare move to avenge their fall, or to redeem their 
unhonoured name ! 

O temporay O mores ! O for those bygone days — ^ 
" When none were for a Party, when all were for the State ! " 



%t Iptijfle's SStillianw. 

(The £»Uowiag c«noua]f*&lfilled Prediction it tUfeed to have been recentJj 
1MB ia file a^bonrliood el tbe Jlfititli Hneeiua,) 

U vms m greaU Prymi Miniskrg 

Who ruieS 4€^tic-Ue 
And tmyM fmnde hys fingms ikmk 
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^ ImiSi ftivdrnm tome, 
WylU of ye PeepU he was called 
MuiU moste he Umed hys owne. 

Ami icMd Iwryte hys Epitaphe 
It thus heginnes and endes — 

He shook omrt Empyre, and he mayde 
Our Mmmm m ks kg^ ^tmhi. 

Soe that they alU with 0ne accorde-^ 
Ye powerfulle and ye Smalle — 

Got uppe a Testemoniayle 
And mayde a friendlie Calle 

To hegge he wold accept ye Same 

For hryngynge to her knees 
y r mightye Empyre that was met 

Ye holie Russia chaperoned 

Ye innocente Afghan— 
Ye gentil Boor wayted too 

Onne thys dystinguised Manne, 

Ye tiffayne who massacred oure Trovpet 
Atte Maiwand and Natalie^ 

IVith deepe Obeimme didde pnsmii 
Ye TesUnm^U. 

Ye mightye Rmsia Oiig mch^ 
Mym inne a/omk JSmhnee^ 
And loo^^sfymamyi Boef 
mfmmm 

And then ye TestemoniayU 
Ye trio didde unvayle — 

A toothlesse Lyon, with a clip- 
En Mayne and dochen Tayie. 
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WHY TORIES ARE EXTANT. 

What is it that has saved the Tory from following the 
Dodo, and becoming to "Dumb Forgetfulness a 
Prey ? " How is it that there are any such Monsters in 
this enlightened Age ? Why, above all things, is the 
middle-class Tory still alive and healthy, and even the 
working-man Tory a Reality ? Why am I, for instance, 
whose Father was nothing more thaji a Sea-Captain — a 
citizen of that Great Republic, that mighty Leveller, 
the Ocean — a Tory ? What have I in common with the 
Patricians ? — I know not " Society ; " I am not gentle- 
born ; I am not ambitious. Do you suppose I expect a 
Decoration for my partisanship ? (Of a verity the 
"Pulverizer" will decorate me indeed !) Am I then a 
flunkey, or a Sycophant ? — think you I am amorous of 
the Game Laws ; or venerate Croesus for his money-bags ; 
or my Lord Hector M*^ Proud because his ancestors 
stole cattle from the Lowland glens, while mine were 
girding on their Yeoman's armour to fight under won- 
drous Oliver against the King ? Why am I a Tory ? — 

Because the Tories are our Oliver — they battle for our 
Rights; their Watchword is " Civis Romanus sum^ 
Why ? — because I cannot believe in the All-surrender 
Englishman ; cannot rise to comprehension of the 
logic that proves the disaster and disgrace that would 
be a blot on any foreign Scutcheon, to be an ornament 
to the British Arms. Philanthropy, forsooth I I think 
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certain great Masters of Mystification took to i^eadiag 

Hudihras and Ralphds reasoning before they rose to 
argue for the Boers. The Government is in the stocks, 
and lo, it moraliseth. 

Brother Englishmen, I am a Conservative, because in 
the hour of peril the Conservatives are readjr to do and 
dare for the honoar of their Native Land. They fear 
not to pluck from the nettle Daagert the flower Safetf . 
To my mind — and I speak my sincere belief — honest 
Patriotism is their Shield and Sword. Fitz James was 
not better armed when the huge Roderick— no bad type 
of apparently successful Radicalism — ^forced him a 
moment to his knee. 

Liberals, if you wish not only to win, but to keep The 
Peopby td^e this Weapon^it is a mighty oiie«-froiii the 

Tories' hands. Show that you are not deaf to the vcMCe 
of Honour, nor oblivious of our Glorious Past. . . . 
How have you riiewn it ? 

We see Britain's Flag **imiled through the al 
the Cape ; we hear the tramp of our legions retreating 

from Candahar ! 

Englishmen, of whatever Barty, should surely vie with 
each other for the privilege of upholding the honour of 

their Native Land. 

Englishmen should not call Timorousness, Philan- 
thropy ; Weakness, Magnanimity ; and short-sighted 
Peace-patchings Statesmanship. 

Give me my Jkmim^ Horatio ; I have done. 
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THE MERCIFUL JUSTICES; 

OR 

A FEATHER TURNS THE SCALE. 

(A. PETTY SESSIONS BURLESQUE). 

ScBNB— Justices' Room, Village of Podlington. Enter Constable with rural 
Ruffian, handcuffed and scowling. 

Constable, " This, your Worships, is Ikey Sam, — 
loq, Stealin' fowls, and ketched in the Act — 

Only a dozen, and Times is Hard ; 

But I thought it right to mention the fact." 

Chairman, " Hungry, poor fellow — regrets it now ; 
benevolently. And probably tortured by Conscience too, — 
Parson, I think a Couple of Days 

Would be an adequate thing to Do." 

Ikey Samuel cheerily goes, 

Respectfully pulling an auburn lock : 

And now a faded and ancient crone 

Helpless and indigent, steps in the Dock. 

Constable. Burglarizing, your Honour's Grace, 

In the very worstest possible form — 
Breakin* in to a Pheasant's nayste, 

And robbin' the prize-list eggs therefrom," 

Law and Physic, and even the Church 

Their cheeriness change to a sudden gloom — 

Like a Pedagogue when he feels for his birch ; — 
The trembling criminal dreads her doom. 

The noble Chairman turns in his chair, 

With a suddenly stern and solemn face, — 

*' Neighbours, we live in terrible times— 
This is a totally different case." 

" A Century since, no power could save 

This pilfring jade from the gallows-tree. . . . 

Six months. — ^The Treadmill we will waive, 
Because of our noted Clemency." 
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REFLECTIONS ON HUMAN FRAILTY. 

[Scicveited by ft dtp into lb» Aamal Xipert nl » i 

aace Company. It is instructive ra*dia|f-4t I 
w« hold ottr lease of life ; and itsperasal i 

1 the reach of Patc.t Medicine.] 



Dear Reader, when do you suppose 
I suffer most from torture mental ? — 
'Ttf wbeo I read the List of Woes 
ComislMd by The Aocidcatid.'' 

To wheel and buffer, horn and hoof, 
Our race succumbs wuh fnint rebistance, 
And Parcels* Vans give constant proof, 
How frail a thing is MaD*s Eustence ! 

His dogs and cats, his infant sons, 

Hfs elbows — and his very Whiskers, 
Conspire to knock down loaded guxis» 
And kl looM Hmc qplle < 



Of Daoi8r-*«iult as Fn a rimiar 

I shudder when I*m asked to " Wine 
I even dread to eat my Dinner. 

Cheap l^ntaacs beckon to the Aadet 
Wlim tnettali estate tlwir cims ; 
And Sansaget are anaboscadcs 

Where Ii>tent lies the King of Xwian. 

At last I find an only crumb 
Of comfort for my luckless brothers— 
Moftait are maihemmx^ — but Some 
Aie io ttneh tooglMr tbm the Othen. 

One yields his life thro* sea-sick qualn ; 
But really, this is quite a fact A- 
Kother braves the fire and storm 
Of twenty Battles^ quite intacta. 
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My late lamented Uncle Ned, 
In eating oysters met a Choker ; 

Yet others earn their daily bread, j 
By swallowing a Kitchen poker. 

A Bricklayer has a fearful fall I 
From scaffold — only breaks his " collar ! 
Jones slips upon a billiard ball, — I 
His obsequies instanter follow. 

Old Doctor Birch, so wondrous wise,— 
A monument of Erudition, — 
Trips o*er a Spelling-book, and lies 
In quite a comatose condition. 

His hopeful pupil, Joseph Green, 

In climbing trees, a nest-detector, • 
Falls forty feet, and next is seen. 
Inserting pins in his Preceptor. 

The fates are sudden : and in short, 
While we are seeking flowers or Fauna-- 
That horrid Car of Juggernaut 
Comes swiftly driving round the corner. 

And, when I hear my Tailor's dead, 

Thro' stumbling o*er the last Spring Pattens — ^ 
I quite agree with him who said — 

** The unexpected always happens." • 

NoTB.— 4|)ropM of Accidents ; a quondam neighbour of mine, a Clergyman, 
who has held the even tenor of his way upon his ancestral acres for forty years 
(and who is of the same name as the parish which he owns and safeguards), 
met with a great misfortune recently. Crossing one of his fields, he encoun- 
tered his prize Bull,— since yclept " Nihilist,"— who disputed his passage. 
The Clergf3rman calmly persevered* until the Bull tossed him ;v "and then," 
said he — and his statement is corroborated by a private Pupil, who promptly 
sat upon a gate at the commencement of proceedings—" I loiA my temper, I 
seized him, I regret to say, by the tail, and struck him repeatedly with a stick. 
It only shows how weak is Human Nature, my Criends, aod how easily a man 
may be led astray." 

N.B.— Smith says he shall get his wife to cross that field. He only \nshes 
she would tote her temper beyond recovery. 
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AN INTERESTING ANALOGY. 

Amongst the Aborigines of Australia, it is still, I 
believe, the custom, when one gentleman black-balls 
another at the CIab| or throws out bints respecting the 
unworthiness of his progenitors, to settle the little 
difference by single combat. It is eiiqutfte in such 
ceremonials for Aborigine No. i to stoop, and present 
his cranium in such fashion that No. 2 can obtain a fair 
and handsome whack at it with his waddy " {U^ a 
primeval life-preserveTi haTsng a nice penetrating sbarit^s 
tooth in Hen of knob.) 

This being accomplished, No. j flourishes his 
weapon, and No. 2 in his turn stoops, and becomes the 
recipient. After a few hoars have been wfailed away in 
this fashion, one of the combatants usually discovers 
that he has done the other an injustice, and offers his 
own mother-in-law in reparation. (N.B.— Aboriginal 
Mothers-in-law come in handy to chop wood and skin 
Kangaroos. "They manage these things better" at 
the Antipodes.) 

By much battering, the skull of an Aborigine becomes 
a marvellously wear-resisting fabric, as tough as chain- 
armonr; and at his death/ it is found to be full of 
indentations, like the cups of a bagatelle-board. I 
understand that the he^ of one very distinguished 
champion, who was touchy on the point of Honour, 
was in use, both before and after his decease, as an 
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Anvil, amongst the Tribe which had the happiness to 
possess him. The celebrated traveller, Lindley Murray, 
states that this head, which he had the privilege of 
examining, was so full of cells on the outside, that he 
mistook it for the model of a Penitentiary, with the roof 
off. However this may be, it is a fact that the native 
Australians fully merit the appellation ** Numbskulls," 
bestowed upon them by the earliest European settlers. 

Similarly, the Radical skull has become so hardened, 
through being constantly belaboured with abuse and 
sneers by the Foreign Press — it is so Numbed, in fact — 
that it is proof against any amount of argument, and is 
positively unable to distinguish between a compliment 
and an insult. 

Posterity will one day moralize over the relic, and say, 
"There, this was one of the great Numbskulls, who 
could n't see anylhiiig disgraceful in the Treaty with the 
Boers, the present proprielors of Africa. How beauti- 
fully thick, isn't it?" 



THE NUMSKULL POLITICIAN, 
f RietveelMly dedicated to fhe Q«iiiiu wlio fizst doblted a Conservative 

T« explain my popularity you havn't far to seek-- 

I affect a singularity — I'm charmingly unique — 

I am amorous of Insult ; and — you scarcely would suppose — 

I am positively grateM for a tweE^dng of the nose. 
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tiM tn^ ecntnl of ^ Ewopon 
And tie NaSloiis etar iriliqier Lei «■ glfc li^ 
He Is m^M. ; ompowermg ; inezpresnb^ intense." 

CoNriDBNTiAL Chokus {Ak-^The Scota.) 

Merely a Cypher I, 
Jeered of the passers-by ; 
Juveniles pull, at poor John Bull, 
Grimaces wry. 
Once a respected man — 
Now on the " peaceful " plan — 
Fordgiien aich strum '* Cowards' March 
''HowBdtOMm/' 

Bitten ^ Rnsila may t»e btewiiif in Hie seething Afghaii'staiii 
Bat m calm her by parsaing that politely peaceful plan ; 
And rather than offend her I would amicably tee 
My GO&djutors surrender every British Col-o-nee. 

XJaeiiciunbefed with the Coloiiiesy why th^ itf eowse, you kaow, 
The soqaeaoe of my Poliey** to let the Irish go^ 
OenUe Rlissia would accept it, or [teth^M Amerk-a, — 
Shooli ibs demagogues direct it,— take the Haughty Boy away. 

Choms — Never a Jingo I, 

Ready at Ross to fly — 
Anything ImiI >— 
ThoM can stmt 
Offight rm diy. 
Faddy I fried <ieet— 
Little the spalpeen recked—* 
Never a fig, he danced a jig 
In shamrocks deck'd. 

In pursuance of my principles I've yielded Candahar 
To the Afghan Chiefs Invincibles, who scarcely uttered " Yah 
It was really quite entrancing, IVe the happiness to WBSff 
To see gentle cnt^tiuoats dancing, in the Qrientsl my* 



ioogle 




THE NUMSKULL POLITICIAN. 



103 



The one consideration that a Radical inspires 
Is the prompt repudiation of the valour of our sires, 
And as Tve a strong objection to the nuisance of a fight, 
I decided last election that the Radical is right. 

Chorus — Fill up your petit bUu, — • 
I war not, Boer, with you ; 
Tho* cleverly laid in ambuscade. 
My troops you slew. 
Bother the patriot «* lay 
What would the Commune say 
Should I expel a bold rebel 
In light of day ? 

I abominate the lingo, as I tremble at the wit 

Of intolerable Jingo such as Beacon$field and Pitt~ 

So we'll never have a Tory, on bloodguiltiness intent — 

But in Dilke and Bradlaagh glory, and parochial government. 

I can fiddle like a Nero while my weapons lie and rust, 
And I look upon a Hero with a pitying disgust. 
For tho' others' adulation, he's afflicted, I maintain, 
With a total aberration of the functions of the brain. 

Chorus — Vainly the Nations call 
Albion ripe for fall — 
Nelson and Clive, with all their hive, 
Were "** Jingoes "all. 
O, may I ever see 
England a busy bee ; 
Blithely I sing, bereft of sting. 
No fighting drones for me. 

* NoTB.^Sir Evelyn Wood discussed the terms of Armistice, and numerous 
bottles of Champagne, at an amicable meeting with the Boer leaders. Valiant 
and obedient Soldier as he is, I don't think Sir Eveljm much relished the 
Champagne Armistice. I believe he would have preferred a leaden Pill to 
that bitter Draught : especially when he discovered Joubert scrawling on one 
of the Labels "Froth and Fizz wholesale. From the Crown Authority's 
Vindication Company, Westminster." 
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THE AUTHOR'S WOOING. 

(Air — Ihincan Gray), 

Tyro gaed a Boik tae make. 

Ha, ha, the wordhi' o't ; 
nka body's sides tae shake ; 

Ha, ha, the girdin* o't 
Qnoth he " 'Tis a mighty feat 
Strattled oop and doon the street — 

Noo ye ke ma wondrous weet — 

Ha, ha, the sparklin' o*t ! " 

Tyro bragg'd and boasted sair, 

Ha, ha, the writin' oH ; 
" Noo I*m worshipM evermair,** 

Ha, ha, the writin' o^t. 
" Hoot, awa> I'm Dickens' twin, — 
Dinna fash me wi' yere din " — 
Scatter'd right and left his tin— 

Ha, ha, the hauteur o't ! ^ 

Buildin' bniks may pleasure bring. 

Ha, ha, the writin' o't— 
Pooblishing's anither thing— 

Ha, ha, the riskin' o't. 
Tyro gaes the beaten roonds, 
Ofifers a* for twanty poonds, 
A refuse — on civil groonds — 

Ha, ha, the preenting o't« 

Then he tries anither plan. 

Ha, ha, the cunning o't ; 
Ca's himsel a Worken' Man — 

Ha, ha, the funning o't. 
" Shall I like a fule," quoth he^ 

Thus ma Buik in limbo see ? — 
Nae, I'm kennin' what tae dae." — 

Ha, ha, the cunning o't I 




Google 




colour-blindness. 



105 



Noo nae mair the Upipires froon. 

Ha, ha, the canning o*t — 
" Gentle Workman, sit ye doon."— 

Ha, ha, the fanning o't. 
" Ye ha* written unco weel — 
Sit ye doon, we'll aiblins * deal ' — 
Ye* re a varra clever ChieL**— 
Ha, ha, the cunning o't ! 

T3rro was a crafty coon, 
Ha, ha, the scribblin* o*t ; 

When they oflfered " Fifty doon,*'— 
Ha, ha, the higglin' o*t — 

Tyro said ** Ye pi ess me sair ; 

Fifty punds is hardly fair : 

Gin ye'U gie me twanty mair **— 
Ha, ha, he*s handlin' o't ! 



THE PLEASURES OF COLOUR-BLINDNESS. 
«* Not particular to a Shade.**— f?J 

My breast has throbb*d vrith Pity when I've sometimes heard it said 
There are "Parties in the City" can't distinguish Green from Red ; 
'Tis an awful deprivation, but, reflecting, you will find 
That a wealth of consolation hath the man who*s colour-blind ! 

The Burglar, whom the Bobby is proceeding to arrest, 
For breaking into bedroom, now will pose as one opprest — 
<* I thought it was my Winder, and you *re really most unkind, 
A-buUyin* a Wictim as is total colour-blind.*' 

Every propef-minded person will be satisfied, of course, 
Should a vagrandizing gentleman appropriate his horse— 
If only he'll enunciate, as careless as the wind— 

It's really quite an accident — I'm slightly colour-blind.'* 



COLOm-MLmDNMSS. 



Yon itraiglilvi^ will |owEsdf dflckurey inimical to itrifey 
SMUi |0H twiniM 1 Mi&Mmtk Bnii wiHi fosr vHb— 
WhtSAm&ti^w^A^Mmm yxM» iod «*bqMe fimt would nt 



HeU « wiUisi^y apologize "—he's *' rather cokw-lllilld." 

My gonnine conviction is. It's very little use 
To blame the Boers for firing on a British fiag of Truce-— 
Ton 'ft only to inmtigato— yoaH very quickly find,* 
The ample explanaticm it— The Boen wn eoloiir4»IM f 

Encouraged by impunity, I contemplate a raid, 

Upon the whole community — I shouldn't feel afraid 

To nail that bust by Boodle that to Jinks is more than life. 

Or the fascinating poodle that is worship'd by his wife. 

When the opening of my overcoat Brown's walking-stick reveali» 
I shall court a full enquiry, as a man who nought conceals— 
I shall tell him he's a lunatic, and ought to be confin'd— 
*<]>olt, it isn't yonta— it's UiickPa— vhy, yoQ mmH be colour- 
blind ! " 

Aad should the gentle Reader come a-coaxing me to name, 

The Mystery of my Frontispiece, or angrily exclaim — 
" Where's the Yachtsman — where the Sailor— not a feature can I 
find ! " 

Brother Searcher, you've my sympathy, for / am colour-blind 1 1 

* Note.— A critical friend of mine objects that White is no colour at all. I 

venuaeiit. At any rate, the Boen £i«d on f^e Red-cfOM of Genevftj ^Mdk if 
a flaf of Truce de facto «i dejurt. 

t PubusHer's Note. We refuse to become a party to this— No, not even the 
Racktbould compel us to be silent— this Fraud upon the Public. The A uthor 
undertook to provide the Frontispiece himself ; but he perpetually procrasti- 
nated, saying it was ** all right " — be had got a splendid design in four colors. 
At the last momrat, he made bis appeuanee wi^ tiie cabalistic Fhenoaeaon 
f epret e B t wi i»i the Ccwy ; cnmiilaff^tfy wwnarlting that ha wmt ^psiiias ** Sai^ 
English," ani didn^t heUeve hi dxeM, and he gnested the book weuld have to 
move about in a fig-leaf. (It transpired that be bad had a terrific row with 
the Artist, over Politics ; the Artist had re&sed to proceed with the Frontis- 
piecei, and thegr parted, with mntnal threats of lampooning and carioatariiMr 
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each other.) Then, he lit his pipe with the unfinished sketch, and wrote the 
above verses in lieu of it. The wiltness we have had to contend with is some- 
thing fearful, but it shall go forth to the world. With regard to those ' ' colour * ' 
verses, our impression is, that he received a secret subsidy for advertising 
Peart* Soap; and we have dark suspicions about his Horniman's Tea Lyric. 
We approve of Advertisements — they are our good genii, and we love to see 
them hovering round us, but we like them to have a little sense of decorum, 
aad not to go sneaking about among the letter-press under false pretences.] 



AN UNCmVALRIC BALLAD, 

PROVING CONCLUSIVELY THAT THE AUTHOR IS A MONSTER AND 
A WRETCH. 

[It is a melancholy fact that, if there are base men who perform the pat 
uitl in clogs upon the partners of their bosom, there are also wives and 
mothers who will not scruple to ccnvert bedclothes into whisky, children's 
boots into rum and milk, and a Dutch Clock into Hollands. I would not say 
one word against The Sex, wAm tke eondudtt kenetfat iueh; but when lovely 
woman smokes short clays, and luxuriates in strong drink, and still stronger 
language ; making home a Hade*, and driving disconsolate mankind to seek 
refuge in the ** Pig and Whistle ; " then, I consider her a delusion and a snare. 
It is, unfortunately, too true that if Jinks is frequently a brute, his " Missus " 
is not invariably an Angel; as the following well-authenticated narrative 
proves.] 

JINKS'S WIFE 

BY THE AUTHOR OF JINKS'S BABY.* 

He thought she was a maiden fair. 

With hardly any guile ; 
And he ran frantic o'er her hair, 

And hung upon her smile. 

If ever Angel trod the ground, 

She seemed distinctly such — 
But, when he*d married her, he found 

She had dissembled much. 



• Don't believe it— Ed. 
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For once embarked on dual life, 
And gtiding down its stream ; 

The goings-on of Jinks's wife, 
Disturbed his *' Love's Young Dream.' 

She'd not commit the mortal sin. 

Or at a stranger wink ; — 
Ah, no ! — her chief delight was in 

Intoxicating drink. 

Still, he was faithful to her Charms, 
And when his work was o*ct. 

He'd hasten to his darling's arms ; 
And find hereon the floor. 

When he'd, expostulating, ask 
How she came helpless there, 

And gently took her ways to task— ~ 
She'd scramble up, and swear. 

And if, amidst her evil talk. 

He'd heave a heavy sigh — 
She'd prog his features with a fork. 

Like sausage on the liy. 

Ah, it would need a " Special's " pen 

To chronicle his wrongs — 
For if he argued, she would then 

Upbraid him with the Tongs. 

All day, the neighbours listened sad, 
To shouting, smash, and squall ; 

And Lawyers told him that he had 
No remedy at all. 

So, her acquaintanceship to cut. 

And her reviling stop. 
He put her in the water-butt,' 

And sat upon the top. 
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To meet her fate she quite refiis'd, — 
She struggrd, stonn*d, and cust ; ' 

And, with the violence she used, 
The water-vessel — Bust. 

And when her anxious kindred had 
Restored to Jinks his wife, — 

He begged the Law, with wailings sad. 
To ease him of his life. 

A Jury, pitying his pain. 

Prescribed the final rope ; 
And tho* the lady breathed again, 

The Judge gave Jinks No Hope. 

He took the Drop, with one short cough, 

Remarking " Life is sad " — 
And when the hangman spun him off, 

Seemed most uncommon glad. 



"ADVANCE, AUSTRALIA!" 

" Mr. Gorst asked the Under' Secretary of State for the Colonies whether, 
after disasters had occurred to the British troops, and before the cessation of 
hostilities in the Transvaal, many members of the Volunteer Rifle Association 
of South Australia offered through the Governor of South Australia to go on I 
active service to the Transvaal to the assistance of Her Majesty's troops in 
South Africa. . . . Mr. Childers replied that it was perfectly | 
correct that the Australian Volunteers had thus offered their services." i 

Hail to our brothers across the seas, 
Where the British ensign floats in the breeze, 
From Merchant's palace and Miner's tent 
Over a mighty Continent ! 

Bitter the words that the cables tell — 

Of base surrender when Colley fell ; 

Tho* thrice from the hills our troops were hurVd 

And England was humbled before the World. 
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Tu the CMoa, bark I and from mine aadlDld, 
As true as steel and as tried as gold, 
In that nobler England across tb« Mt^ 
Gathers the freeman^s Chivalry. 

HoMlf , a|e wmif/* wmm^d to ilnrfi 
In dM^'i boor bf m iMm4miA, 

** We are kir cbflfbea, cm arm is strongs 

The Mother is weary with watching long." 

Hail to the Land where the Austral reigns 1 
To tbe bero*s bloiid in bis hardy veins— 
To tbe pobe of a People fiee— 

And rmmht mma ^ n^ ^ fmtkt^ I 



In Mt^vntxviaxa 

BENJAMIN, 
LORD BEACONSFiELD, 

O^it igth Api'l, i88f. 

We stand apart, the head to bow, 
Where our dead Chieftain's ashes lie ; 

We oft have smiled with ** Ben," but now, 
We think of bim .witb mdst^ed eye* 

O Brothers — we are one and all, 

'* So very human "—-at the best- 
Speak gently o'er /i/s funeral pall, 

Whose lifelong labour has its rest 

O let aot FaciOQ ebtr bis «itne-» 

Hunk kbi^f of ii lie»t to Mnd, 
And boaoar bim wfao roee to fiunei 

Xbo* vanquisbed oft, and elk nHdigaed. 
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He never faltered in the gloom — 

His steadfast vision pierced the hm 
Of Politics ; «Bido'«r his toiiib» i 

• • • • • . 

" Falsep'w< mmtiicioitt ttMif stiiib** I 

QiMiA Gtfplii^ sctiljieSi cgiiolit bt ci^ ■ > \ 

Oar laiwer, is his earnest f 

Vhe calm, the pathos^ of his deatli. ( 

And tho* by Court and Queen caress'd, ' 

Bj Europe honoured^ far and wide, 
R« ^ham vfflage e^o?^ t<^ resit 

There, by his faithful Consort's tk^* 

Thro' distant ages men shall tell, 

The lesson of the life that's past^ — 
And yield to him who fought so well 

ISs " Ffeaoe wiUi Hottour at the kst* 



SERIOUS CONBlTIOIf OF THE AUTHOR* 

At the age of 1 8, the Author of these modest pages was despehMy 
in lovcy and was — Rejected, Behold the woful Ballad which he 
wrote ^ whetif as a Lover ^ he was ** Sighing like Furnace*^' — A 
fim weeks afters he was the sMier^fw^t ** bem'ded like thepard " 
— ^ nmimm worrwr is a^&ui as hirsu^ as ike ttysier*} 

TO ZJLURA. 
** I hoax ilM IGU-wlied foing I know not mhaA I wiEU"— Old 8m^. 

Sear Laura, let me once, before we part, 
Bear my weak witness to the powerful sway, 

Your music held above my head and heart. 
As by your side I listened, yesterday* 
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I cannot leave you — cannot say " Farewell/* 
While yet the echoes linger on the breeze, 

Without remembering the magic spell. 
Your little fingers wrought amid the keys. 

neiKtt^ ^Mf M iii KMe MM 

Boi^ it IMC «(limd« noQBti likt air, 
Blfiiig ii incense to Hie vaulted skies. 

For ever hov*ring, trembling, lingering tlnm. 

So my tlxmghtSp refined (^earthly dron^ 
Riac^ attimiJfiihV lo tiiellM<Bl^ littiBt ; 

Mf hemt dko^ foiv'flaf *iieath its billair €m% 
Shan breath a conataat prayo' fat thee aad fhte. 

And I go forth Alone — I fling the Glove 
Of Battle to the World— alas no charm, 

No wondrous Amulet of Woman's love, 
ShaU guard my heart, or shield my life from barm. 



SPADE-DRILL. 

AN INCIDENT OF THE BASUTO WAR, 

Captain of the Gape Militia, 

In Basutoland was he — 
Oft reflected, " How I wish a 

Bidlet imldii't ttattle me t 

Far too-faqiient faHnig^a^*tildB 
Cast a stigma on the tirave.*^— 

So he studied German tactics 
In a calm sequestered cave. 

Studied themftom imry amring 
Tin ^e mm mmmumtA ^ nii^t, 

Sifos^ pumtbt} detiacloiii aeoniBg, 
Kept that Captaia ottt olnghl« 



Then my hero, reappearing, 


1 : 


Burning with a warrior's ire, 


S 


Nobly spake, in accents cheering, 




Breathing famine, sword, and fire. 


1 


** I have studied modern Science, 




In its every branch " — quoth he— 




Soldien» you may place reliancei 


i 


III ffam Miemhmt oil aae. 





««I htm ft*d eadl mighty master-* 

Each at one condtision jumps— 
•When the lead hails fast and faster,'— 

This their maxim — * Spades is Trumps/ 

** THnttttOBKi be lt sow cttiM^tiffi 

Whm mat iie«e mtn^ is mdt^ 
t!tm fequlreiiieiit be exacted-^ 

• Every man shall have his spade/ * , 

Then each soldier coincided— 

All to Ironmongers went ; 
And each sallied forth, provided 

Wtth and^t taiplemeiit« . 

jfftm m>**raB attack. 

Botdty did tbdr Captalii lead *ciii^ i 

Fieiedy sliooting «• Wlio*s afiraid ? " ^ 

Hau^tUy did be precede *em, 

Sheltered 'neath his monstrous spade. ' 

Yes ; it was, by many sizes 

Much the largest Earth bath known— 
Reftige sore In War's stirptises, 

Bullet-proof as fort of stone. 

Silent, save that each beholder, 

Whispered gently ** Here's a gol " 
BM at first, and growing bolder, 

Ciytibt P^gt apiptoftcbed |be Foe* 

I ! 
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Then the Captain, slyly winking — 
While each man entrenchment madc^ 

Dug a hole, his handle sinking, 
Then reposed behind the blade. 

FYTTK IV.— THE REPULSE. 

Ah ! To bring bis Ammunitioni* 

£f«r]^ man had quite forgot ; 
Aad they grew, in that podtioii 

Ditoootented with their lot. 

Front Mid flank by bullet pelted, 
Bach inclined to use his legs ; 
Om hy ime, away they melted— 

Mustering in raisdcsi ^dtcc— 

** Now " quoth Peggs " I must diimibie 
And he lay as tho' a corse. 

In the sequel, when the foeman 

One last fiuious onslaaght made— 
Thete Ibey Ibnnd mt galhuit y«oiBa% 

Lying dead behind his spade. 

FYTTE v.— THE PHANTOM. 

Ceas'd at length the bullets drizzling, 
Gain'd the spoil, and stay'd the strife— 

When behold a Phantom " mizzling 
Captain Peggs restored to life ! . 

♦ Note. — The value of field-works as a protection from thi hail 
of modem musketry is so apparent ^ that the minds of mere cotntnan" 
sense people Itave been much exercised to discover why such defences 
are not occasionally indulged in hy regiments under fire. The 
above verse explains the reason. The Authorities think that, m 
the overweening cofifidence that field works would engender, the 
soldier would not think it necessary to take his ammunition, 
any rate, ^that is not the true explanation, PU trouble the Autho^ 
rities to give me a better. And PU be shot if th^ can ! 
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Capttired. ** This is most unhandsome 

The Basuto Chief opines ; — 
Armistice asks, obtains a ransom— 

Kicks him into British lines. 

Saying «* Mighty foreign Nation, 

Take your Leader ; you will find, 
When yott make investigation — 

All his injuries behind." 

Quoth the Captain, like a Stoic, 
Mastering his Honour's woe — 
I alone have been heroic — 
I alone would face the foe ! '* 

FYTTB VI.— ^HE K^COMPENSE. 

The« its gratitude eternal. 

Our Brigade express'd with tears ; 
And they made old Peggs a Colonel 

In the Mud-hut Engineeis. 

Thus to all was proof afforded,— 

He is sometimes wise who waits ~ 
Merit is at times rewarded. 

As this truthful tale relates. ^ 

That disgrace to modern military appliances, that bitter taunt to scientific 
warfare, the Basnto Scuffle, is still (May, 1881) languidly proceeding. The 
fighting has long ceased to be acate ; but it appears to have becpme chronic, 
and my firm opinion t«, that unless the Home Government patches up peace 
with the Basutos, by granting them a huge indemnity, and every privilege 
short of actually murdering all the English that the Boers may Leai^e alive in 
Africa— unless those Basutos are judiciously squared — I believe that decrepit 
old War will dodder along, in its harmleM, imbedle way, crying Bogey " to 
iSooth Africims for Centuries. 



CONCERNING "PROTECTION." 

"Protection " was the Tory's great craze when he was 
the " Stupid Party." But he is not the "Stupid Party" 
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tkom, Oh» no \ \m has changed his spots cmnpletety . 

He is no longer a bucolic, idiotic, turnip headed, old 
Obstructionist : — he is the infuriate Bull who waiits to 
break up the European Concert. Nay, he is even 
worse. He has become the Machiavelli of Politics; the 
lago of the tragedies enacted before the Ciowiied 
Heads of Europe ; the villain who sets ierce Mam a- 
smothering-of gentle Peace. 

Yes ; the latest Radical shriek is, that poor old True 
Blue, who was once only a fool, has been and gone and 
become a Monster. And old Squire Credulity, who has 
be^n listening with all Ms long ears to Sir Limpid 
Mawson's eloquence, now firmly believes that — while 
the Liberal Contingent is the mild influence that ** drop- 
path as the gentle rain from Heaven," refreshing and 
delighting all around — the Conservative Party is the 
baneful planet that stirs up battles and delights in 
massacres. And so Squire Credulity votes against 
reasim and common sense because the honorable Mr. 
Hansible keeps assuring him that the Tory Is marked 
with the brand of Cain : that it is uncanny to have 
dealings with him ; that he had best be thrown over- 
board '*bag and baggage/' 

Not long shall thy eloquence prevail, good Master 
Plausible. We will thrust thee throng^ thy flimsy 
armonr, as Hamlet pinked Polonins ttro' the Arras. 
Sweet gossip Plausible, dH>ii shall be iuimasked» an' it 
please thee, and that ere long. 

Good Tote-catcher, yield up thy booty-please the 
honest limed souls thou hast taken in thy wordy snares; 
for, by my halidame, they are awakened, and are Strug* 
gUng to be free. 
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Mark now, how plain a tale shall put you down. 

PROTECTION— 1808. 

**At the beginning of 1808 Great Britain stood alone, 
— all Europe banded against her, and Napoleon at the 
head of upwards of a million of men." — From Land- 
marks of History^ 

Now mark : — 

PROTECTION— 1 88 1. 

** The Chief Schwartzboy has sent messengers to the 
British in Africa, offering Prottition to those who are 
willing to live under him." — Daily Paper y May ^ 1881. 
^ And is it — can it be true — that an ex-pupil of Dr. 

IColenso ha« sent the following effusion to the Proprietor 
of the Original Christy Minstrels ? — 

AN ORIGINAL NEGRO MELODY. 

1 Hokee-Chokee regal Nigger, 

Nebber nourish bate or spite— 
I Missionary always tell um — 

Help de weak that couldn't fight.*' 

2 Chokee pity English Pale- face — 

See um gettin' paler still ; 
So, he spread him shield before um — 
He no fight, but Chokee wilL 

I 3 Chokee feel him bowels yearning — 
Hear him gentle Conscience voice, 
J Whisper to om " Boers is wholesome — 

I Pickled Dutch is even choice." — 

4 Let de white men come to black boy 
Oil him guns an' keep um bright — 
Come an' nurse de young Papooses, 
So de Squaws can go and fight« 
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5 Go an* fight am English battle— 

English scrape urn war-paint off— » 
Hoe de com an' herd de cattle, 
Make am mix-tore for um cough. 

6 Zolu boy him hab a notion — 

Teird de Special Man one day — 
Send dis word across de ocean, 
Dis is what de Niggers say : 

7 English Massa mighty clebber — 

Make big words thro* iron flow ; 
Many miles fling fierce volcano, 
Till him bust among him foe. 

8 English plenty counsel black man. 

Say him gods an' tings is dross — 
Dis what black man say to English 
Worshippin de Quaker Boss. — 

9 ** English keep to peace and fuiet 

BuildirC farms far Dutch to take — 
Nehber rash atC go a-fightttC — 
Dai where English make mistake, 

lo Zulu, him read Whitee-Papers, 

Count de Speeches mighty nice — 
Berry plain de Chief Palavers 
Take de Nigger Boy's advice. 



IRISH AND ENGLISH PATRIOTISM. 

f Scene i. Irish Patriotism :•— Milesian Railway Station. Land-League Orator 
on railway-truck* denouncing Landlords. Seeing a handful of soldiers and 
police approaching^ be dismounts, «f fog.] 

Order— here's Shport a-comin' ; now for a merry whack ! 
Darlints, let's go and bate 'em — \ispaynal to hit us back. 
Bricks is our Introduction'r-Molly, jist pass me oae : 
Now for a mighty Ruction— the side^spUttin' Land-League fun ! 



IRISH AND ENGLISH PATRIOTISM. 
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Hark to the thrillin* Music — the groanin' of mortal pain | 
The Jewels is down on a Bobby, a-batterin' out his brain I 
Whurro I my peltin' Patriots— Cheers for our jovial Crew I 
Now we've settled the Bobby, we*U settle the Soldier too. 

Down with the Redcoats— Kill 'em — Thrample their hearts in 

[the miret 

Thanks to our darlint WilPm, no Sassenach dares to fire. 
Have at 'em, never fearin* — Lord, how the missiles fly — 
Hurray for down-throd Erin — There goes a soldier's eye ! 

Clm<-^ iii*ft lilM a doapK an' twi^ 
Look at the batter'd faeet^was Wer a nater job 

But faith, we'd bin cut to paces, if we'd bin English mob. 

But a I.and-Leagtter's Umbs i» Moredi and foinely we know that 

[sam#— 

Loidy hiaw we Patriots glories, in a merry one-sided Game 1 

SCBHS u. — ^Enolisb Faxkiotism. 

(fl&iiiiiigliaiii Hercltatit, comfortably aafcaacgd ia Inner Office. To liltt enter 

Customers, introduced by confideatlal Clerk. . . Merchant loq,) 

" ' Gentleman, name of Joubert ?' — What did you please require? — 
ExpJosive-ball Sporting rifles, repeating and central-fire ?— 
Certainly-— only, Ee Cautious ; this is a Christian land, 
Ym want lliem» of eoiirse» for Hgeona f— I petfectty miifitsMd. 

** *€ott]^ of giatft &om Ix^kmi ^^^Btmg ap hmdf fok^— 
ten thoiwuid Qovmmt&t Mmh^Yim*^ come k the 
Of Time— We were jnst prepanng to send than across the acst^ 
We*Te had suck a heavy order, fixim the monarch of Ashantee* 

"'Plenty of Ammnnition ? and pack 'em in old tea-chest ? — 
Shoald'nt I pack 'em in coffins ? — ^forgive me my little jest I 
Everything ripe for liahig ? — wonder you ain't afraid- 
Rollicking boys you Irish, and wonderful good for Trade. 

" May I ofler a small Torpedo — or is'nt it in your line ? 

VVc've an excellent thing in Petards, and a «i7«/d:m7 patent Mine — 
Handy for landlords, or barracks— you won't ? Well, I mustn't wait, 
Tmdiwftt a lIMoii Mett^ of Brothm at ludf-paat ei^t. 
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''DULCE ET DECORUM EST^'-'&'c. 

(The profession of Arms is so honoured in thif isfasid of the free ; and the 
Queen's uniform is se intensely popular, that a soldier is scarce allowed to 
drink the smallest of small beer before the eyes of decently clad civilians. 
. . In the old fighting days of Albion, he was a bold man who dared to 
insult the Army. Faflcy mine host Boniface's tapster Tom objecting to 
"draw" for one of Prince Rupert's slashing dragoons; or old Master 
Muggles refusing to allow a sight of the tap-room fire to Sei^^eant Bind-his' 
Kings-in •Chains I Even at the date of Waterloo, I think he who bearded a 
soldier would have found hhuself speedily involved in a smart bout of fisticufis. 
But we have passed oat Iron Age. This is the Age of gold ; of refinement ^ 
of aesthetics ; of moral suasion— and of militarjr Disasters. ^I am tempted te 
Parody) 

A thankless lot is thine, Red Coat 

A thankless lot is thine 
To pluck from Danger laurels fresfti. 

On Britain's brow to twine : 

Britannia calls thee in her need > 

Bttt when the conflict's o'er, 
And when her heart from fear is fireed. 

Says, " Don't you see the Door, brave man ?— 

O, can't you see the Door ? " 

A lightsome eye, a soldier's mien, 

Some Nations love, 'tis true ; 
But soldiers / pronounce obscene— 

And that I thought you knew, brave man — 

And that I thought you knew. 

She turned the hero as she spoke, 

Without her palace-door— 
Said—" Soldiering is all a Joke ; 

And I don't require you more, My Man— 

I shant require you more." 



MAftDON, MACUIMK PKlNTbR, LiTXLBUAMPXON AND ARUMDBL. 
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